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PREFACE. 


Fx» E great e that has 


been given to works of this kind 
(moſt of which are much indebted to the 
London Song ſter for a great part of their 
materials) leaves room, for little to be 


added in their commendation : We ſhall 


therefore only obſerve, that lch are the- 
effects of mulic on the human mind, that 
it has often diſſolved into love the môſt 
flinty heat, civilized the moſt unculti- | 
vated ſavage, and difarmed the moſt ob- 
curate N of his fury, nge. * 
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E. 
The Proprietors of this Work, deſirous 


of preſerving the approbation of 5 the 


Public, have now added one hundred 
and ten new Songs, without omitting 
any inſerted in the former. editions. 
Among theſe are ſixteen new Airs, be- 
ginning at No. CLIII. and ending with 
No. CLXVIII. none of which have ever 
appeared in any Song-book whatever. 
They are extracted from an Opera, 
Which was originally never intended to 
be ſubmitted to the eye of public in- 
ſpection, being wrote by he unfortu- 
nate Author, only with a view to divert 
the anxiety of his mind from thoſe 
ſorrowful reflections which . perpetually 
haunt the gloomy retreat of the diſ- 


appointed loyer. Beſides the elegance | 
of the language, and the purity of the 
thoughts, they have this particular ad- 
vantage, that they are compoſed to 


well-known tunes, which are expreſſed 
116 3 at 
* 


1 ANCE 'F 


at the head of each of ent ' The 
remainder of the additional Songs are 
either the moſt favo en Airs in the 
modern Operas, &c. or ſuch pieces as 


have lately received applauſe at moſt of 
the public gardens, and places of 


amuſement, 


Upon the whole, we may. venture 
to aſſert that this Work has more 


| uſes than one. It is not Songfters 


alone that will here meet with the 
ſatisfaction they may ſeek for, ſince 
thoſe alſo, who, though they cannot 


| fing, may love to converſe with the 


Muſes, are here preſented with a choice 
collection of the productions of our 


= beſt modern Poets; and the youthful. 
Student will here, find, what he has 


perhaps in vain ſought for in Poetical 
Dictionaries, a variety of natural Similes, 
| 23 : of 


reer. 
of bold but juſt Metaphors and Alle- 
Söries; and the moſt beautiful Flights 
_ ef the Favourites of the Muſes. 
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| A* Ban of 2 becher 1 ee 337 
A dawn of hope my ſoul reviyes, | "2 — 

Adieu, thou, lovely mouths: 2 | 
Adieu, ye ſtreams, that ſmoothly, flow, a 3 
= A fond ather's bliſs is to number his race, 317 
Again in ruſtic weeds array d, 1% vewdlh 
Abl ſeek to know what place iin 1 35 
A! think not to deceive me, 4 
Ab! why ſhould love with tyrant way, 148 
Alexis, a ſhepherd, young, conſtant, and kind, 318 
All in the Downs the fleet was moor d, 329 
All you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs, 67 
Amphitryon and his bride, a gog⸗ -Uke pair, 400 
Angelic fair; heneath yon pine, 86 
An they count me ſuch a ninn ye, 4 
ISA plague of thoſe wenches, &. | 42 
Arm, arm, the gen'rous Britons cry, 397 
Ariſe, ariſe, great dead, for arms renown . 294 
Ariſe, ſweet meſſenger of morn, © 4 a 
Around the fair attending. 
A ſailor's voice, the? coarſe, can raiſe, : 87% 
As calms ſucceed hen ſtorms are paſt, 218 
As Chloe came into the room t other day, 353 
As 


* 


Wy Mm 


e — w 


viii ALPHABETICAL Taz. 


* 


Beneath a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain, go 


As Colin rang'd early one morning in ſpring, 260 
As Delia, bleſt with ev'ry grace, 236 


As flows the cool and purling fill, 48 

As Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way, 284 | 
As in a penſive form Myrtilla fat, — 195 a 
As Jockey was trudging the meadows ſo gay, 132 
As | went to the wake that 1s beld on the green, 87 1 
As Iwent o'er the meadows,no matter the day, 228 1 
Aſk if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet; ) 304 1 
Aſſiſt me, all ye tuneful Nine, 88 E 
As Thyrſis reclin'd by her fide he lov'd beſt, 302 L 
As tinkeringTomthro' ſtreets his trade did cryz8g 1 
As t other day milking I fat in the vale, 305 

As t'other day young Damon came, 95 | B 
At ſetting day and riſing morn, 150 5 
Attend, all ye fair, and Il tell you the art, 214 B 
Attend ye nymphs, while-I impart, / 272 B. 
Auſpicious ſpirits, guard my love, 683 By 
Away with ſoft ſighs! for our danger alarms, 2657 13 
A wretch long togtur*d with diſdain, 185 C: 
A youth adorn'd with ev'ry art 15 82 
A youth belov'd by all the plain, 89 2 
Bacchus, Jove's delightful boy, 90 

Balmy ſweetneſs ever flowing, 333 

Begone, dull Care! without delay, 127 

Behold, faireſt Phœbe, yon garden ſo fair, 279 

Behold on Lethe's diſmal ftrand, 0 $6 


Behold the ſweet flowers around, 253 | 
Behold the heav'ns, how beauteous and ſerene, 110 
Behold this fair goblet, t was carv'd tromthetree, | 

E | , 21 
Believe me, dear aunt, | 36 
Believe my ſighs, my tears, my Dear, 112 | 


Beneath 


112 | 
vain, 40 
Beneath 


| Come, chear up, my lads, tis to glory we ſteer, 232 


Come liſten, and laugh at the times, 1230} 
Come, live with me, and be my love, 296 


* 
* 


ALPHABETICAL TapLt. - ix 
Beneath this ſad and filent gloom, 237 
Bid me, when forty winters more, 200 
Blow, blow, thou winter's wind, e 
Blow, gentle winds, and waft my love, 7 
Breathe ſoft, ye winds, be calm, ye ſkies, 134 
Bright dawns the day, with roſy face, 91 
Bright Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er, 145 
Bright the ſky, and calm the ocean, 13 
Brilk wine and women are, * oy 
Burſt clouds and tempeſts roar, 79 
But, ah! ſweet Miſs, your temper keep, 2 
| But now let me flaunt it, eee 7 
| By dimpled brook and fountain brim, 146 
By my ſighs you may diſcover, ' © 138 
By the dew-beſprinkled roſe, ''' 92 
By the gayly-cirdling glass, .; 147 
Buy the i DESI to the ſweets of the morng 
of hb 4110 0 02 $1591) 2000 eee 
Can love be controul'd by advice, 151 
Can ſuch uſage be borne 
Caſt, my love, thine eyes around, 186 
Ceaſe, fond Damon, ceaſe to languiſh, © 93 


Ceaſe, gay ſeducers, pride'to take, ah 
Come Cheartfulneſs! triumphaiit fair, 140 


Come, Chloe, and give me ſweet kiſſes, 294 
Come, Colin, pride of rural ſwains, 136 
Come, come, bid adieu to fear, 148 
Come, come my companions, Cc. 19 
Come, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be deny'd, 20 
Come, come, my good ſhepherds, Sr. 390 
Come give your attention to what 1 unfold; 276 
Come haſte to the wedding, ye friends, 16 


„ 


Come 


x ALPHABETICAL I ABLE. 
Come Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 374 


Come, Roſalind, oh, come and ſee, 152 
Come, then, come, ye ſportive ſwains, 144 
Come, ye party-jangling ſwains, 384 
Conſtantia, ſee thy faithful ſlave, 84 


Contented all. day I will ſit at your ſide, 315 
Corinna was lovely, was witty and young, 93 


Cruel Strephon, will you leave me, 139 
Cupid, God of Love and Joy, 401 
Cupid, God of ſoft . 36 


Dear heart, what a terrible life am! led! 23 
Dear Sylvia, no longer my paſſion deſpiſe, 212 


Declare, my pretty maid, 316 
Defend my heart, ye virgin pow'rs, 370 
Drink to me only with guns eyes, 215 
re Phœbus ſhall peep on the freſh-budding flower, 

125 


Ev'ry mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues, 170 
- F , | 


— 


Fair and ſweet, 5 
Fair Aurora, prithee way 7 7 = +a 
lilies, 


Fairer than the op'ning 251 
Fair Hebe & left with a cautious deſign, 340, 
Fair Iris I love, and I hourly die, 395 
Fair is the ſwan, the ermine white, 2320 
Fair Kitty, beautiful and young, 224 
Fair Semira, lovely maid, ee 5 
Kame's an echo, prattling double, 3 
Farewel, Ianthe, faithleſs maid, 345 
Farewel, my Paſtora, no longer your ſwain, 313 
Farewel, the ſmoaky town, adieu, ' 346 
Farewel, ye green FAY and ſweet groves, 120 


Far northward as the Dane extends his ſway, 124, 
* AA Pas 


* 
* 


ä ALPHABETICAL TABLE. 
Far ſwifter than light my love flies, 


Flatt'ring hopes the mind deceiving, 94 
Fly care to the winds, thus I blow thee away, 395 
Fly hence, grim melancholy's traifi, 272 
Fly ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Coiaus receive, 147 
Fly to raptures ſtill delighting, 98 
Fool, fool in grain, Ys | 10 
For various purpoſe ſerves the fan, 88 
Free from confinement and itrife, 396 
Free from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 24 
Frolic and free, for pleaſure born, 223 
From flower to flow'r the butterfly, 61 
From Latmos' mount, whence ſacred groves de- 
| pends1it»$ 5:1 39 115 
From the man whom I love tho' my heart I diſ- 
| guiſe, 332 
From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 146 
8 
Gay Laura, who once was a blithe happy maid, 120 
Gainſt the deſtructive wiles of man, 199 
Genteel is my Damon, engaging his air, 113 
Gentle Damon ceaſe to woo me, 137 
Gentle gales in pity bear, | 161 
Gentle youth, ah! tell me why, 31 . 
Go lovely roſe, tell her that waltes, &c. 218 
Go, roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace, 309 
Go, ſcek ſome nymph of humblerlot, 56 
Go, tuneful bird, that glads the ſcies, 168 
Great God, while fuppliant thus we bend, 11 
| PRO Yfd 1 hos bring di nhl 
Mail to thy living light, , 
happy day! for ever dear, r 
Happy hours, all hours excelling, 398 


iappy the man whoſe wiſh and care, 328 


Xil ALPHABETICAL TAPLE, 
"Happy the nymph who ne'er can know, 8 


Hear me, blooming goddeſs, hear me, 1 
Hence with cares, complaint and frowning, 41 
Here attend all ye ſwains, 81 
He that a cuckold is, let it eve him, ws 
Hiſt, hiſt! 1 hear my worn cs 


Hope! thou nurſe of young deſire, — 
How bleſt has my time been, &. 267 
How bleſt the maid whoſe boſom, 37 
How blithe was I each morn to ſee, 293 


How brim-full of nothing's the life of a beau, 362 
How can I my heart ſurrender, 45 
How eaſy was Colin, how blithe and how-gay, 5 2 
How gentle was my Damon's air, 

How happy a ſtate does a Miller poſſeſs, 356 


How happy were my days till now, „ 
How hard is my fate, 53 
How heavy the time rolls along, 96 
How little do the landmen know, 8 
How much ſuperior beauty awes, 
How pleaſing we find the gay ſports of the held, 15 72 
Huſh, ye birds, your 1 tales, 97 
* married and happy; with wonder hear this, 
174 
I am young, and I am friendleſs, 28 


Hark! hark! o'er the plains, &c. 226 

Hark ! hark ye, how echoes the horn in the 

vale, l 162 

Hark ! the birds begin their lay, 274 
Hark! the horn calls away, 268: 

* Hark ! *tis I, your own true lover, 71 
. Haſte, hage, Amelia, gentle fair, 9 7 
Haſte, haſte, ev'ry nymph, &c. 303 


| | Jealouſy, begone, and leave me, 41 


ALPHABETICAL TABLE xiii 


If a kiſs you would gain, 12 
If ever a fond inclination, SAY 44 
If I have ſome little beauty, _ | " =P 


If I was a wife, " 3 97 
If love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment, 2or 
If o'er the cruel tyrant, love, 53 
If ſhe whiſpers the judge, he he ever ſo wiſe, 63 
If that's all you wang, who the plague will be 


ſorry, | 30 
If thoſe who live in ſnepherd's bow'r, 250 
If tyrant love, with cruel dart, 56 
I have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 399 
] know that my perſon is charming, 317 
I like the man whoſe ſoaring ſoul, 190 
I made love to Kate, 252 
I met young Damon t'other day, i 794 
In all mankind's promiſcuous race, 187 


In a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 380 


InApril,when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, : 1 | 


In days of yore when on the plain, 128 
In infancy our hopes and fears, 5 
In love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 38 
In purſuit of ſome lambs, &c. 232 
In vain I ev'ry art eſſay, | 39 
In vain I ſeek to calm to reſt, p 98 
In vain I try my every art, | 314 
I faw, what ſeem'd a harmleſs child, I 
I ſearch'd the fields of ev'ry kind, 335 
I ſeek my ſhepherd gone aſtray, 220 
I ſeek not at once in a female to find, 323 
I ſtrove, but in vain, : 75 


I told my nymph, I told her true, 34r , 

] will have my hamour, ll pleaſe all my ſenſes, 3 

Kingcup, daffodil, and roſe, , 118 
715 5 1 1 
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xiv ALPHABETICAL T ABLE. 


L 
Laſt week, in the grove, ers | M 
Let ambition fire thy mind, 151 M 
Let beauty with che ſun ariſe, 17 M 
Let fops pretend-in flames to melt, 67 M 
Let gay ones and great, 34 M 
Let heroes delight in the toils of the war, 9 NM 
Let maſonry, Hom pole to pole, $2 M 
Let me wander not unſeen, 324 M 
Let miſers hug their darling ſtore, 129 M 
Let miſers tarve:over the wealth they poſſeſs, 76 M 
Let not rage thy boſom firing, 54 M 
Let others Damon's praiſe rchearſe, 297 NM 
Let rakes and libertines, reſign'd, 356 8 NM 
, Let the French hop and ſing, and a cage reliſh M 
Let the grave and the gay, | 1362 NM. 
Let the nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf, Sc. 1833 NI. 
Let the tempeſt of war, 328 M. 
Let the waiter bring clean glaſſes, 399 
Life's a garden, rich in treaſure, 66 


Like a wood-nymph in forin, and Diana in mind, 


Live and love, enjoy the fair, 
Long at thy altar, god of love, 
Long time my heart had rov'd, 
T Sir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy, 
Lovely e fair beauty's pride, 

ovely nymph aſſwage my anguiſh, 
Lovely Phyllis, when thou'rt kind, 
Lovely virgins, in your prime, 
Love's a.dream of mighty pleaſure 
Love's a ſweet and ſoft muſician, 
Love ſounds the alarm, 
Love's the tyrant of the heart, 


ALPHABETICAL TABLE, 


5 | M 
X Maidens, let your lovers languiſh, 
125 XX Maidens ne'er ſhould prove unkind, 


I 5 Miſs Dana, when fair and young, 
9 Monſter, away, 


XZ More bright the ſun began to dawn, 
My banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
. My days have been fo wondrous free, ; 
| My dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind, 166 
324 My Dolly was the faireſt thing, 


122 Mv fai ins, i 4 = 

_ Foe N y fair, ye ſwains, is gone aſtray, 25 
% „ My father and mother for ever ee 99 
54+ My fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 377 

297 My former time, how briſk and gay, 70 

1 My heart's my own, my will is free, 3 
39 My We beart has oft with pride, 100 
132 Myrtilla demanding the aid of my pen, 336 


W 4-4 My temples with cluſters of grapes I'll entwine, 280 


333 ä My title, my title, 9 
392 i | N 1 
% Near a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 

mind. ſhade + 
130 


| 2 
Near the ſide of a pond, at the foot of a hill, 21 


0 
145 No longer let;whimfical ſongſters compare, 204 
98 X No more the Ektive train I'll join, 26 5 

231 No more, ye ſwains, no more upbraid, 247 
29 No nymph that trips the verdant plains, 266 
309 No ſhepherd was like Strephon gay, 365 
23 No woman her envy can ſmother, 200 
99 Nor on beds of fading flow'rs, 149 
110 Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 184 
397 Now gay ſunmer's ripen'd bloom, 139 
167 Now peace ſhall claim its ſoft dominion, 47 
259 Now Phœbus ſinketh in the welt, _ 
252 K Þ b 2 Now 

Haidens 


3 


"vi AlTHABETTICAL TABI E. 

Nov pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er, Sc. 340 : 
Now the happy knot is ty'd, 1 f 
Now the ſummer advances, and pleaſure removes, pl 
BEN | 5 . 191 N Pl 

Now the woodland choiriſts ſing, 193 p. 
Nymphs and l Trains away, 331 p. 
Odds my life] ſearch England over, 28 
O death and hell, 10 
'O'er moorlands and mountains, &c. 169 R⸗ 
. Of Colin's tender love poſſeſs'd, 57 Re 
Of woman to tell you my mind, s 
O give me that ſocial delight, 150 Sa 
Oh! had I been by fate decreed, nk | ga 
Oh! how ſball 1, in language weak, 39 See 
Oh! how vain is ev'ry bleſſing, 101 Set 
Oh! leave me in pity; the falſhood I ſcorn, 27 ge 
. "Oh! Phillis, ſhame on gon, to ſerve a ſwain fo,zo6 MF 5h; 
Oh! tis Elizium alli beauty dreſt, 259 8 Shi 
Oh! what a ſimpleton was I, 27 Sic 
Oh! what joys does conqueſt yield, 331 gil 
Oh! would'ſt thou know what ſacred charms, 335 Sin 
O let the Janger of a fon, 53 |þ 
O lovely peace! with plenty crown'd, 204 Sin 
O much-lov'd ſon! if death, «= F_—- 
Once the gods of theGreeks, at ambroſial feaſt, 19g5- Sin 
One Midſummer morging,when Nature, &c.287 Siſt 
One morning young Koger accoſted me thus, 269 Sof 
One ſummer eve, as Nancy fair, 196 # Sor 
On his face the vernal role, _ 377 & $or 
On pleaſure's ſmooth, wings, @c. 202 Sou 
Oons! neighbour, ne'er bluſh at a trifle like this, 40 Stet 
OSawney,why leav'ſ{tthou thy Nelly to mourn, 382 
O true content! ſecure from harms, 335 Stil 
O why ſhould we ſorro that never knew ſin, 62 | 


ALPHABETICAL TABLE, xvii 


P 
Pa rting to death we will compare, 5” "xy 
hilira's charms poor Damon took, 2 54 
Pho! pox o'this nonſenſel prithee give o'er, 27x 
Phœbus, meaner themes diſdaining, 103 


Purſuing beauty, men deſery, 343 
Puſh about- the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven the 


heart, 1 „ 

| . A M 

Rail no more, ye learned aſſes, 2382 
1 as her poet, of Celia to ling, «bs 
5 | 2 

Say little fooliſh, flutt'ring thing, 103 


Says Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond eyes, 29 
See! from the ſilent grove [Alexis flies, _ 335. 


See the conquering hero comes, 203 
See, the god of day appearing, _ 79. 
Shepherd, ceaſe your ſoft complaining, 104 
Shepherds, would you hope to pleaſe us, 12 
Sick of the town fair Delia flew, 1 3 59 | 


Silver-veſted, bright and gay, 

Since Hodge proves ungrateful, no further ll 
eek, 39 

Since Jenny thinks mean her heart's love to denz | 


35+. 
Since pleaſure's in faſhion, and life hut a jeſt, 133 


Siſters of the tuneful ſtrain, 17 
bDoft pleaſing pains, unknown before, 335 
X Some men with artful praiſe, 393 
Some think, in the ſtars we are able, 393 
Sound the merry pipe and drum, 142 
dunn winter has left us, the trees are in bloom, | 
7 — 


sun! in hopes to get the better, 2 
bz | sum 


* 
* * 
1 1 - 


xviii ALPHABETICAL TarLE. 
Sum up all the delights this world doth produce, 
+; 397 
Sure never poor ſhepherd was tortur'd like me, 

? 123 
Sure Sally is the lovelieſt laſs, 


299 
weet echo, ſweeteſt nymph that liv'ſt unſeen, 


5 232 

| Sweet Mercy is the lovelieſt flow'r, 105 

Sylyia, wilt thou waſte thy prime, 338 
. . P b 

Tell me, lovely ſhepherd, where, | _ 


Tender virgins, ſhun deceivers, - 


That Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my 


ride, 
That I A5 not be plagu'd with the 5 
ot men, 249 
the blitheſt bird that ſings in May, 349 
he breed came forth frae the barn, 326 
he card invites, in crowds we fly, 10 f 


s echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad; 64 
he faĩthleſs Iheſeus ſcarce had got on board, 257 


Ahe fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride, 149 
The gaudy tulip ſwells with pride, — 194 
The gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 133 

e glitt'ring ſun begins to riſe, 229 
The golden radiance of the ſun, 46 
The graces and the wand ring loves, 33 
The heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 1 $3 


The honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear, — 
The kind appointment Celia made, 
The Ladies look gay when of beauty ot boalt, 


333 


| The lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn, 247 


The 


be flame of love ſincere ] felt, 289 
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The martial hoſt, and tented plain; 

The May-day of life is for map; | 

The miſer thus a ſhillin 11155 | 378 

Ide morning freſh, the ſyn in eaſt}! - 4356 

The morning's freſhneſs calls me forth, 1356 

The moſt ſtately gay fabrics that art ever rais d. 

The new-flown birds the ſhepherds ſing, 3 8 | 

Then hey for a frolickſome life, 

The nightingale, who tunes 

The nobleſt heart, like pureſt gol 2 

The nymph that I love was as eden out, 44S 

The poor exile, who leaves his friends, 5 
2 


Ide pride of all Nature was ſweet Will 50, 


The proſpect elear'd, around is heard, | 
There's Grinders enough, de of ev'ry 0 5 


There was a jolly Miller once, mw 
Theſe flow'rs, like our Hearts; u are united i in one, 


The ſhepherd's plain life; Well 28862 
The ſilver moon's — beam, 39 


| The ſmiling morn; the blooming ſpring, 113 
The ſoldier, tir'd of war's alarms; © 9 


The ſprightly horn awakes the morn, 10 
The ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains wal 
17 
The fan, fie any bridegroom ga 155 
The ſwain, with his flock by a ; brook loves to 
J reſt, 378 
The ſweets of peace ſhall be our own, 49 
The traveller benighted, | h 44 
The trav'lers that thro? deſerts ride, 2 
The truths that I ſing none deny me, 168 
The tuneful lark on æther wings, 73 
The virgin, when ſoften'd by ws: 182 


The 


xXx ALPHABETICAL TABLE. _ 


The wanton god who pierces hearts, 353 
The winter jts deſolate train, 7 28lp 
The women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 347 
The women attempted, ſome few years ago, 105 
The woodlark whiſtles thro! the grove, 107 
The world, is a well- furniſh'd table, 41 
The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 214 
They that would contentment find, 80 
Think, my faireſt, how delay, | 35 
This is to give notice, that a man about fifty, 394 
Tho? Chloe's out of faſhion, teen 1 
Thoꝰ his paſſion in ſilence the youth, @c. 158 


Tho' my dreſs, as my manners, Sc. 60 
Tho' my features, I in told, | 1c: 948 
Thou beſt-belov'd offspring of Puck, Sc. - 249 
hou ſoft invader. of the foul, ' 107 
hree goddeſſes 83 together, 313 
Thrice lov'd. Conſtantia, heavenly fair, - 84 
Thy father 1-—away I renounce, &c. 50 
Thy origin diyine, I ſee, 'S $3 
Tis not wealfh, it is not birth, - 41 
Tis now the noon! of gloomy night, 782 
To curb the will, with vain pretence, 235 
To dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long, 245 
To eaſe his heart, and own his- flame, 96 4 
Together let us range the fields, > en nal 
To Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung, 250 
To heal the ſmart a bee had made, 25 
To keep my gentle Jeſſe, | 5121 
Tom loves Mary paſſing well, 91 307 
Too late for redreſs, and too ſoon for my eaſe, 219 
Too long a giddy wand' ring youth, 387 
To reaſon, 77 fair ones, aſſert your pretence, 102 
Jo ſigh and complain, | 52 
To ſpeak my mind of womankind, 29 


To the conſcipus groyes I hie me, 107 


Scr ⸗ĩa S arcane m rere 


ALPHABETICAL TABLE. xxi 
T*other day as I fat in the Sycamore ſhade, 114 
To yonder beech's friendly ſhade, - 255 
Truſt me, would you taſte true pleaſure, 285 
Twas at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 239 


*Twas early on a AAA 176 
Vain is beauty's gaud flow'r, 233 
Vain is ev'ry fond endeavour, | 4 $68 
Vainly now you ſtrive to charm me, 163 
Virgins are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 378 
Vous of love ſhould ras bind, 176 
Was ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a vixen, 40 
Was I ſure a life to lead, 24 
Was Nanny but a rural maid, | 103 
Water, parted from the ſea, 48 
Well, come, let us hear what the ſwain, &c. 47 
Welcome ſun, and ſouthern ſhow'rs, 396 
Well, well, ſay no more, +34 
Were Jas poor as wretch can be, 65 
We women, like weak Indians, trade, 37 


What a blockhead is he that's afraid, &. 167 
What beauteous ſcenes enchant my ght, 243 
What means that tender ſigh, my dear, 226 
What med'cine can ſoften the boſom's, &c. 312 
What ſadneſs reigns over the plain, . 278 
What ſhepherd or nymph of the grove, 208 
What's ſweeter than the new-blown roſe, 225 
What tho' the bloom of (ſpring is gone, 286 


When all the Attic fire was fled, 378 
When a maid, in way of marriage, 72 
When Bacchus, jolly god invites, - 278 
When beauty, on the lover's ſoul, 46 


When bickerin 


When Bibo thought fit from the world, &c. x52 
| TP hot, $93 33041 21 311 
When bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 2353 


xXii ALPHABETICAL TABLE. 


When Britain firſt at heav'n's command, 348 
Whence can you inherit, I 
When daiſies py'd, and vi'lets blue, & 
When Fanny to woman 1s growing apace, 122 
When far from faſhion's gilded ſcene, * 61 
When firſt by fond Damon Flavella was ſeen, 31 


When firſt I ſaw the graceful maid, 10 
When firſt the youth his fears forſook, 4 
When Flora o'er the garden ſtray'd, 397 
When forc'd from dear Hebe to go, . "my 
When here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 154 
When I enter'd my teens, &c. 222 
When I was a young one what girl was like me, 69 
When I were young, tho' now am old, 63 
When late a ſimple ruſtic laſs, | 
When late I wander'd o'er the plain, 4 7a 85 
When love at firſt approach is ſeen, 14 
When lovely woman ſtoops to folly, 8 
When mighty roaſt beef was the, Sc. 30 
When once I with Phillida ftray'd, ' 003 


When once love's ſubtle poiſon gains, 32 
When Phcebus the tops of the hills, Sc. 298 
When real joy we mils, 52 
When the head of poor Tummus was broke, 55 
When the nymphs were contending, &c! 3 
When trees did bud, and fields were green, 231 
When vapours o'er the meadows die, , 


When we come to the age of threeſcore, 2 
When we ſee a lover languiſh, 4 44 
When you're boſky, halt-ſeas over, 7 
When you meet a tender creature, 286 


When youth mature to manhood grew, 16 
Where ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter ? 104 
Where virtue encircles the fair, ö 
Wherever Pm going, and all the day long, 2 
Which is beſt, ye caſuiſts, ſay, 4 


ü 
3% ws " 1 "Ss 
* 


17 
14 


AtrnaneTical T ABLE. xxliĩ 
While beaux to pleaſe the Ladies write, 244 
While bloſſoms deck each verdant ſpray, 391 
While her charms my thoughts employ, 392 


While on earth's ſoft lap deſcending, 14 
While others barter eaſe for ſtate, | 235 
While others ſtrip the new-fall'n ſnows, 342 
Who'd know the ſweets of liberty, 334 
Who'll buy a heart? Myrtilla cries, 374 
Why, Colin, muſt your Laura mourn, 137 
Why, Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in vain, 115 
Why heaves my fond boſom, &c. 369 
Why how now, Miſs Pert, : 25 
Why ſhould 1 now, my love, complain, 60 


Why ſhould we of humble ſtate, 117 
Why will Delia thus retire, 277 
Wiſe men, flatt'ring, may deceive you, 5 
With your wife, Sir, ne'er diſpute, 

With doubts and fears for her I love, 48 
With horns and with hounds I waken the day, 383 
With Phcebus I often aroſe, 1 
With Phillis I'M trip o'er the meads, 160 
With ſuch a briſk widow to whirl time away, 12 


With ſwords on their thighs, &c. 


With the man that Ilove, was Ideſtin'd to dwe ot. 
With women and wine I defy ev'ry care, — 
Would you a female heart inſpire, 108 . 
Would you taſte of freedom's charms, 47” 4 
Would you taſte the noon-tide air, 2” 
Would you wiſh o'er a maid to prevail, 

Would you with her my love be bleſt, 321 


Ye belles and beaux, attend my ſong, 1 59 | 


Le chearful virgins, have ye ſeen, 3 


Ye fair, be advis'd by a friend, _-- a 
Ye fair married dames, who ſo often deplore, 234 
N | e 


* 
, 


xxiv ALPHABETICAL TABLE, 


Ye fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm, = | 
Ye fair who thine thro' Britain's iſle, 202 
Ye Ladies, who drive from the ſmoak, Cc. 131 
Ye lads and ye laſſes, who bloom in your prime, 172 
Ve mortals, whom fancies & troubles perplex, 320 
Ve nymphs & ye ſwains,who are youthful, Sc. 108 
Ye parents, who breathe the cool ev'ning, Cc. 74 
7 


Yes, I'm in love, I feel it now, 3 
Ye ſwains who reap the ripen'd corn, 1 
Yet awhile, ſweet fleep, deceive me, 2 
Ye true honeſt Britons, who love, &c. 304 
Ye virgins, attend, 1 
Ye warblers, while Strephon I mourn, 344 
- Ye Warwickſhire lads and ye laſſes, 19 
Ye young men and ye maidens, &c. * 
Vou gave me laſt week a young linnet, 62 
You impudent man you, 4 
Voung Arabella, mama's care, * 1 134 
Young Colin proteſts Im his joy and delight, 355 
Young Colin feeks my heart to move, 144 
Young Colin was the bonnieſt ſwain, * "It 
Young 1 am, and fore afraid. * 
Young Jockey he courted ſweet Moggy ſo fair, 361 


Young Molly who lives at the foot of the bill, 17; 
Young Philhs one morning a maying, &c. 192 
Young Strephon, a ſhepherd, the — e of, Ge. 209 
Young Strephon long doated on Phcebe, &c. 205 
Young Strephon, the artleſs, &c. OY Dy 

You ſay at your feet that I wept in defpair, 309 


: 


You ſpotted ſnakes with double tongue, 45 


' TIL. 
Py . 44 ® % 
7 


Vou tell me I'm handfome, GG. 311 
You've ſure forgot, dear mother mine, 165 
Yoy vile pack of vagabonds! _—. 


73 


Fu KAR S Rf 
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LONDON SOoNGSTER. 


e 1; 


| Sung by Mrs, Smith, in the Opera of The Wed- 
Saw, what ſeem'd a harmleſs child, 
With wings, and bow, 


ding Ring. Set by Mr. Dibden. 
| And aſp ect mild; 


Who ſobb'd, and Bob! d, and pin'd, 
5 108 * And beep” JI would ſome boon below, 


Sr TY. On a poor little boy, ſtone blind. 
309 | 
45 Not aware of the danyer, too ſoon I comply d. 80 
311 For exulting he cry'd 

165 And drew from his quiver a dart; 


73 My pow'rvou ſhall know, 
47 Then levelPd his bow, 
? And wounded me=#itght-in the heart. 


A SONG 


[33 
CC EI 
Stig by Mr. Banniſter, in The Wedding Ribg. 
JEN we come to the age of threeſcore, 
By our maxims in vain we ſet ſtore; 
A girl in her teens, 
Will find out the means 


To fret us, & plague us, & teaze out our hearts; 


Till our giant wit, 

Is forc'd to ſubmit, 

| To her puny arts. 
Like bells that eternally jangle, 


You my {cold, you may fight, you may wrangle; 


f they're ſet on't, you'll ſee 
They maſters will be; 


Nay, though you ſecure them as ſaſe as your pelf, | 


They'll lead you the life of the devil himſelt. 


S „ 
Sung by Mr. Davies, ia The Wedding Ring, 


HE trav'llers, that through deſarts ride 
By conduct of ſome ſriendly ſtar; 
When clouds obſcure their truſty guide, 
Our of their courſe mutt wander far. 


So I, with penſive care and pain, 
In abſeuce ſtil] mult ſtray ; 
Till you, uy ſtar, thine out again, 
nd light me on my way. 
Ss O NY IT. : 
Sung by Mrs, Smith, ia The Wedding Ring, 
HD the Nymph who ne er can know 
Diſtractions which from riches grow, 
Remov'd at diſtance from the great, 
Wars willing lives in low eſtate. 


ſcore, 
17+ Þ 


hearts; | 


angle; 


elt. 


Ring. 
ide 


Ring. 


ur pelf, 


Do 


One fountain is her mirror, and her drink, 


And if ſhe's pleas'd, what others think 


It matters not—of joy ſecure, 

Bleſt in the little Heav'n has ſent, 
Her only pride is that ſhe's poor ; - 
Poor, but content. 


TV 
Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, in The Wedding Ring, 


1 humour, I'Il pleaſe all my ſenſes, 


Pl neither be ſtinted in love, nor expences ; 
III dreſs with profuſtun, I'll game without 
meaſure, [ pleaſure. 


You ſhall have the bus'neſs, and Tl have the 


„ incentive I'll rouſe inclination, 

ore changing, capricious, and vain, than the 
faſhion; . 

In ſhort, I'll take care by the bent of my carriage. 

To ſhew you the ſweers and the comforts of 
marriage. 


s ON G VI. 
Sung by Mr. Davies, in The Wedding Ring. 
1 hap poor exile, wholeaving his friends and 
his home, [fame; 
Leaves more than his life, more than fortune, or 
Is doom'd, without hope, thus unpity'd to roam, 


His ſuff' rings unmourn'd, and forgotten his 
| name. 


But juſtice condemn'd him, his ſentence is paſt, 
His fate is pronounc'd, and he muſt be reſign'd ; 

With fortune he ſtruggles indeed—but at laſt, 
To her rigid will, learns to faſhion his mind. 

Az* - — 


BS 
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HEN firſt the youth his fears forſook, 

And that he lov'd I fondly heard, 
What ſweetneſs was in ev” ry look |! 
What eloquence, 1 in ev'ry word! 


F rom her whole ſtore, to make me bleſs d, 
Did fortune bid me chooſe ; 

How gladly would I all the reſt 
For love, and him, refuſe. 


S O N G VI. 


"+ + OU impudent man, you! 
Nay, prithee, how can you? 


| Indeed, Pibafſure you, 
Will nothing then cure you ? — 


You teaze one to death, 
I'm quite. out of breath, | 
I hateand abhor this horſe-play ; ; 
Beſides, tis not right, 
To ſee one this fright; 
Lord, what do you think folks will ſay 1 


I own too much room, 
: \ . You have had to preſume, 
Or you nerer with theſe freedoms would teaze me; 
For though they might picaie me, 
And with patience [ bore em; 
Yet at leaſt in one's carriage, 
On this. ſide of marriage, i 
One ought to * up a decorum. a 
5 SONG 


/ 


Sung by Mrs. Smith, ix The Wedding Ring. 


or by Mrs. Wrighten, ix The Wedding Ring; 


Nay, now Ideclare 1 ſhall never endure you. ; 


Ky 


£: $3 
SONG IX. 
Sung hy Mr, Banniſter, in The Wedding Ring. 


(== to tell you my mind, 
And] ſpeak from the * P've had, 
Not two out of fifty you'll find 
Be they daughters or wives, 
But are plagues of our hives, 
And enough to make any man mad. 
The wrong and the right, 
Being ſer in their ſight, 
They're {ure to take hold of the wrong; 
They'll cajole and they'll whimper, 
They'll] whine and they'll ſnivel, 
They'll coax, and they'll ſimper— 
In ſhort, they're the devil ; 
And fo there's an end of my Song. 


you, | Sung by Mr. Vernon, in The Wedding Ring. 
| C4 N ſuch uſage be borne ? 


Indeed—V ll be ſworn 
& fancies to make me a tool ; 


A lacquey, an als, 
But Pll not let it paſs, 
o, no, I'm not quite ſuch a fool, 


Tis all in my head, and no longer I'll ſtay, 
| But go and ſee how the nail drives; 
re me lf I nd he defires to be friends, 
| And ſtrives ; . 
For this conduct to make ſome amends 
Not a ſyllable have I to ſay: 
But if he thinks | . 
5 To palm on me this Minx, 


4 3 Whose 


E 8 Is 

Whoſe ſtory's, I warrant, well taught her 
Lord, how I will uſe him!” him, 
Tl ſcold him, revile him, ,reproach and abule 
And then run away with his daughter. ] 


S GONG Kl. 


Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in the neau Burletta called 
. Golden Pippin. 
F Ihave ſome-little beauty — 
Can I help it? No, not I; — 
Some good luck, too tis my duty 
Gifts ſo precious to apply. 
Nature—PFortune—gave” em freely, 
And VI] uſe *em—quite gen'celly. 
If: he Smarts ot the ſky 
Cringe, ogle, and ſigh, 
ww hene? er I paſs by; 
| nd cry, 
Look y' there! 
What an air! 
Gods, how fair 
Pray, wh 
(To feed your ſtarch'd pride) 
Muſt ! 20 and hide, 
Till you'r2 made a Bride? 


U 


Who, I? 
No, no—TfI do, may I die. 
SONG XII. 


Sung by 27/5 Catley, in the Golden Pippin; 
HEN bick' rings hot, 
To high words got, 
Break out at Gamiorum; 
The flame to cool, 
My golden rule 4 33355 
1.— Push about the Jorum, With 


7 1 

With fiſt on jug, | 

Coifs who can lug? 
Or ſhew me that glib ſpeaker, . 

Who her red rag 

Ia gibe can wag, 

* ith her mouth fall of liquor. 


8 0 N G XIII. | 
Sig by Mrs. Mattacks, in The Golden Pala. 


BOT: ah! ſweet Miſs, your temper keep! 
Your peace my Boy 1 ne'er invade ; 
Cupid {hail nat break your {leep, 
You hall ftiilt remain a Maid. 
All ever- green 
he Pallas ſeen! 


Laurels ber learned brows adorn ! 


Baleful yew, 
Cypreſs tan! 
R: ſes alone neꝰer deck that thorn. 


a | 
Sung by Mr. Quick, in The Golden Pippin. 
. HEN you're boſky, half-ſcas over, 


Loxles wind you as they pleaſe ; 5 
Through their eyes you then diſcover, 
That the Moon's a huge Green-cheeſe. 
They nave their wits, 
Mind their own hits; 
Nick the fit 
To wheedle a bit, 
With a tip 
Of the lip, 


LY And 


[8] 
And a roguiſh ſqueeze. . 
Jovy, my foul !— | 
What does it ſay ? 
Fire the North Pole! 


Jove's your Valet.— 
When you're boſky, &c. 


3 N-- 6-- FyF. | 
Sung by Miſs Catley, in The Golden Pippin. 


WII your Wiſe, Sir, ne'er diſpute, 
Lady of the Manor ſhe; 
Due to her the choiceſt fruit, 
Due te her the branch and tree; 
And you know ſhe'l] have her right; 
Yes, Sir, morning, noon, and night. 


CO N _ AFL 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in The Golden Pippin, | 


UT now let me flaunt it, 
Rant, flirt jt, and jaunt it, 
Gallant it, and dreſs it away ; 
At Op'ra and Ball, 
Play, Concert, and al], 
I warrant I carry the day, 


I'll make the folks ſtare 
By CONng my hair; 
JI ogle, Tl prattle, 
The dice-box Tl! rattle, 
Loſe thouſands and call it mere ſport; 
While men all admire me, . 
All Ladies defire me, 
Sweet Paris, the Pink of the Court! 


'$0NG| 


| Pal 


Jun 


. 
S O N G XVII: 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in The Golden Pippin. 
E' Heroes delight in the toils of the war, 
In maims, blood, and bruiſes, and blows; 
Not a ſword, but a ſword- k not rejoices the Fair: 


Ke. And what ate rough Soldiers to Beaux? 
| Away then with laurels ! come Beauty and Love, 
And ſilence the trumpet and drum; 
pin. Let me with ſoft myrtle my brows bear inwovez 


And tenderly combat at home. ; 


, 3 S ©: NG XvnmT;- 1 


Jung by Mrs, Baker, Miſs Catley, and Mrs. Mat- 
tocks, in the Charaders of Pallas, Juno, and 
Venus, in The Golden Pippin. 


Pen. Y title, my title, 
M Will-need no long recital. 
ET ws Can you, n 
Or you, 
Diſpute the prize? 
If not—ſay who. 5 
Pal. You maukin, you maukin! 
What fignihies your talking? 
Don't name | 
That claim, 
If you be wiſe, 
Before us two. 
Juno, Gads me! Gads me! FE 
Such rank conceit ! it mads me. 
So pert . 
A flirt | 
Shou'd brave the fics! 
|, What's here to do? 
Ven, My title, : 


Pal. You maukin! &. 
O NG uno. Gads me! 


Pippin, | 


SONG 


[101 
SON G XIX. 
Sung by Mr. Du Bellamy, in The Golden 
| Pippin. | | 
Death and Hell ! 
Truce with this yell ! 
Blood! why dye bawl ſo? 
Keep the King's peace within theſe walls, ho! 
Jadies! you can't think it civil, 5 y 
In Heaven to play the Devil! 
And you—you — ty dragon ! 
Ycu to keep this bolly-rag on 
Do ſpare your lungs 
This tear away ; 


Give your poor tongues 
One holiday. n | 


„N G XX. 
Sung by Mr. Burton, in The Golden Pippin, 


| fool in grain 
1 he, ; 
Fond and vain, 
| O _ 
Quite dizzy, 
Who, when out o place, 
Hopes at Court an embrace, 
Nic, th? old fiend, - 
Will firſt pretend, 
For his own end, | 
To be your friend: : 
Caught in 
The gin 
Of fin 
_—_ grin Ai; | | 
F your GuIgrace. 
0 | SONG 
: 


den 


hot | 


in, 


{ 1x } 
SONG XXL. _ 
From the new Oratorio of The Prodigal Son, 


FYREAT God, while ſuppliant thus we bend, 
Thy kind, thy gracious hearing lend 

Te this our fervent pray'r ! 

O may our fire's remaining day 

Enjoy a ſoft, a calm decay, 

is eve ſerenely fair! 


But if diſeaſe, with venom'd dart, 

Or ſorrow, wound the rev'rend he irt 
Ot thoſe who gave us breath 

Let us their deſtin'd anguiſh ſhare, 

Þrcvent or dry each painful tear, 
And ſmooth the bed of death. 

CHORUS, 

What dear delight the duties bring, 
Wherein thus daily we engage: 

From filial love what comforts tpring, 

To warm the hearts of ſhiv'ring age. 


SONG XXII. 


In the Opera of The Roſe. Set by Mr. Arne, 


H AR me, blooming Goddeſs, hear me! 
Queen of ſmiles and ſoft defire ; 


Send the-beauty to endear me, 


Who has lit this am'rous fire. 


| Oh! how ſweet the mild dominion 


Of the charmer we approve ! 
Honour clips the wanton pinion, 
And we're willing ſlaves to love, 


SONG 


{227 
SONG XXIII. 


From the Opera of the Roſe. 
] think not to deceive me 
With flattring oaths and lies; 
Tis all in vain, believe me, | 
For Love has piercing eyes. f 


A rrifling-preſent given, 
Oft binds affection faſt, 

And grateful woman's driven 
To give herſelf at laſt, 


s ON G XXIV. 
From the Same. 


| F a kiſs you wauld gain, 
Am I bound to explain ? 
Ah! could you not gueſs by my eyes? 
When they, without guile, 
So twinkle and ſmile, 
A glance is enough to the wiſe, 


SONG XXV. 
From the Same. 


Ich ſuch abriſk widow towhir] time away, 
Ye Gods, what a round of delight! 
At home we would titter and romp all the day, 
And fear not a bumper at night. 


When warm an the chace, the fleet hounds in 
Our ſpirits diſdaining to flag, [career, 
We'd whip, ſour, and fly, without ſcruple or fear, 
And he in at the death of the ſtag. 
 Huzza! huzza f huzza'! 


We'd be in at the death of the ſtag. 
| SONG 


[ 13] 
SONG XXVI. 
$ From the Opera of the Roſe. 
HE noblelt h art, like pureſt gold, 
Reſifts im, reftions whilſt *tis cold ; 
But melted down n Love's bright flame, 
/ Soft and com, lying to the teſt, 
It rakes the in age firſt impreſt, 
And bears it in the faithful breaſt, | 
Through circling years the lame. 


SONG XXVII. 
From the Same. 
RIGHT tte fky, and calm the ocean, 
Now my bark will ſmoothly glice : 
Oh! how pleaſing is the motion, 
| Sailing thus with wind and tide ! 
Hidden rocks no more beguiling, 
Swelling fails the breeaes court; 
'Cypid at the helm fats ſmiling, 
And conducts me fate to port. 


SOQNG XXVIT. 
La Cuox us in the Opera of The Rofe. 
ATR and ſweet, 
Trim and neat, 
Springs the bluſhing Roſe in May: 


away 
ght! : 


Summer paſt 
© day, . Autumsu's blaſt 
: [SFINKS its beautenus Jeaves away. 
ads in Fur the mind, | 
3 Chaſte, refin'd, 
en, Warm'd by Virtuc's cheering ray, 


Ever blows : | 
That freſh Roſe, 

ime ite can nds er decay. 

B | 
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SONG XXIK. 


Sung at Covent Garden Theatre, in the new Dra- 


matic Piece called Elfrida. 


=D I L te thy living light, 


Ambroſial morn ! all hail thy roſeat ray, 


| That bids gay Nature all her charms diſplay. 


In varied beauty biight! 
Away, ye eobblins ail ! 
Want the traveller to daunt, 
W hoſe vagrant feet have trac'd, your haun!, 
Beſide ſome lonely wall! 
Away, yeelves away, 
Shrink at ambroſial moraing's living ray. 


SONG XXX. 


Sung by Mrs. 12 in the Mujical Comedy of 
The Summer's Tale. 
VAT HE N Love at firit approach is ſeen, 
His dang' rous form he veils; : 
A playful infant's harmleſs mien, 
The playſul God conceals, 


When ſoon by us fond dupes careſt, 
He acts his traicrous part; 
And as we preſs him to the breaſt, 
He ſteals into the heart. 


SONG XXXI. 
Sung by Mrs. Martocks, ia the Muſical Comed; of 
The Summer's Tale. Ser by Mr. Ruflct. 
HILE on Earth's ſoſt lap deſcending, 
Lighily talls the feathei'd :ROW 5 
N ature, asu! y attending, 
Each rude d ind tor vids to biow. 


6 | 3 | White 


„ 
White and pure awhile appearing, 
Earth her virgin mantle wears 3, 
Soon the fickle ſeaſon veering, 
Her deluded boſom bares. 


Thus my fooliſh heart believing 
Liſten'd to his artful tongue; 
All his vows of Love receiving, 
On «ach flattring accent hung. 
Fondly, for a time, miſtaken, 
Love and Joy. conceal'd my fate: 
Now, alas! at length forſaken, 
Sad Experience comes too late. 


SONG XXXII. 


| Sung by Mr. Du Bellamy, #n the Entertainment of 


Mother Shipton. 
"F+ O heal the ſmart a bee had made 
Upon my Chloe's face, — 5 
Honey upon her cheek ſhe laid, | 


And bid me kiſs the place. 


Pleas' d, I obey'd, and from the wonng | - +, 
lmbib'd both ſweet and ſmart ; | 
Honey on my lips | found, 
The ſting within my heart. 


S O N G XXXIII. 


| Sung in the Maſk of Alfred. Set by Dr. Arne. 


Youth adorn'd with ev'ry art, | 
1 To warm and win the coldeſt heart, 
In ſecret mine poſſeſt, 
In ſecret mine poſleſt: | 
The morning bud that aireſt blows, 
The vernal Oak that ſtraighteſt grows, 
His face and ſhape expreſt ; | 
His face and ſhape expreſt. . 
B 2 In 


1260 
In moving ſounds he told his tale, | 
Soft as the fighings of the ga e, 5 
That wake the flow'ry year, 
That wake, Cc. | 
What wonder he could charm with eaſe, 
Whom happy Nature form'd to pleaſe, 
Whom love had made ſincere? 
Whom jove, &c. 


At morn he left me—fought and fell ; 
The fatal ev'ning heard his knell, 
And faw the tears I ſhed, 
And ſaw the tears I ſhed : 
Tears that muſt ever, ever fall; 
For ah! no ſighs the paſt recall; 
No cries awake the dead, 
No cries awake the dead. 
$0 ˖ ‚ NANNTF.--- © © 
Sung by Mrs, Scott and Mrs. Dorman, a ? 
Pantomime of the Elopement. 
Mrs. Scorr. 
OM E haſte to the weddiug, ye friends, and 
ye neighbours, 
The lovers their bliis can no longer delay; 
Forget all your ſorrows, your care, & your lab uss, 
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to-day ; 
Ye vat'ries all, attend to my call, 
Come reve! in pleaſures that never can cloy. 
Chorus. Come, lee rural ſelicity. 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 


| Mrs. DorRMan. | 

Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 
Still croud to, and beat at the breatt of the great; 
To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no acmiſſion, 
But leave them alone tothe wile-ones * 
; 7 


ſe, 


1, 
great; 
ziſſon, 
| ſtare; 
We 


Tos: 

e boaſt of no wealth, but contentment and 
+ - health, 1 

In mirth and in friendſhipour moments employ. 


Chorus. Come, ſee rural felicity, 
W hich love and innocence ever enjoy, 
2 Mrs. Scorr. [ſores 
With reaſon we taſte of cach heart-ſtirring plea- 
With reaſon we drink of the full flowing bow], 
Are jocund and gay, but all withire mealure, 
For fatal exceis will enflave the free ſoul. 


Dzetto. Then come at our bidding to this ha ppy 
wedding, | 


No care ſhall intrude here our bliſs to annoy. 


Chorus, Come, lee rural felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 

S 0 N oo XAXY.. 
SHAKESPEARE'S GARLAND. 
EI beauty with the ſun ariſe, 

To Shakeſpea:c tribute pay, 
With heavenly {miles and ſpeaking eyes, 


Give grace and luſtre to the day. 2 


Fzch ſmile ſhe gives protects his name, 
What face ſhall dare to frown 2 

Not envy's felf can blaſt the fame, 
Which beauty deigns to crown. 


SON G XXXVI. 
RON DE L Ax. ; 
Fer the Jubilee, in Hamur of Shakeſpeare, 
| 1 1 | 
iSTERS of the tuneſul ſtrain ! 
CF Attend your parent's jocund train, 
Is taney cails.you, follow me, 
Jo celebrate the Jubilee. 


B 3 On 
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On Avon's banks, where Shakeſpeare's but Bi 
Points out, and guards his ſleeping duſt, 1 

The ſons of ſcenic mirth decree - 4 
To celebrate this Jubilee. | 

By Garrick led, the grateful band v. 
Haſte to their Poet's native land, | 

With rites of ſportive revelry, | Fc 


To celebrate his Jubilee, 
Come daughters, then, and with you brin 
The vocal reed, and fprightly Aris 1 
Wit, and joke, and repartee, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 
Come, daughters, come, Ind bring with you 
Th' aerial ſprite and fairy crew, | 
And the filter-graces three, * 


ng, 


To celebrate our Jubilee. ; 
Hang around theſculptur'd tomb | © 


The broider'd velit, rhe nodding plume, 1 
And the malk of comic glce, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


From Birnam Wood, and Boſworth's Field, Fe 


Bring the ſtandard, bring the ſhield, as 

With drums, and martial ſymphony, A 

To celebrate qur Jubilee, | _ 

In mournful numbers now relate Fe 
Poor Deſdemona's hapleſs fate, * 3 

| With frantic deeds of jealouſy, p 

To celebrate our Jubilee. | ; 

Nor be Windſor's wives forgot, ; = 

With their harmleſs, merry plot, 8 f 


The whit'nigg mead, and haunted tree, F. 
To celebrate our Jubilce. | : 
Now in jocund ſtrains recite | 
The revels of the braggard Knight; F. 
Fat Knight ! and ancient Piſtol hef 
Io celebrate our Jubilee, 


119 ] 
But ſee, in crowds, the gay, the fair, 
To the ſplendid ſcene repair, 
A ſcene as tine as fine can be, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 
Yet Colin bring, and Roſalind, 
Each Shepherd true, and Damſel kind, 
For well with ours their ſports agree, 
'To crown the feſtive Jubilee. — 


S ON G XXXVII. 
The WARWICKSHIRE Lap, 
Sang by Mr. Vernon, in the Jubilee, 
Set by Mr. Dibdin. 


dd. Warwiekſhire Lads and ye Laſles, 
See what at our Jubilee paſſes ; 
| Come revel away, rejoice, — be glad, 
ror the Lad of all Lads is the Warwickſhire Lad, 
| Warwickſhire Lad, 
All be glad, : 
For the Lad, &c. 


e proud of the charms of your county, 
"A"here Nature has laviſh'd her bounty; 
Where much ſhe has given, and ſome to be ſpar'd, 
For the Bard of all Bards was the Warwickſhire 
c Warwickſhire Bard, {[ Bard, 
Never pair'd, ö 
For the Bard, &c. 


Our Shakeſpeare compar'd is to no man, 

Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman ; 

Their ſwans are all geeſe to Avon's ſweet Swan, 

For the Man of all Men was the Warwickſhire 
Warwickſhire Man, [Man, 
Avon's Swan, 


For the Man, Sc. 


45 » 
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Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
And half a ſcore more we take pride in; 
Of famous Will Congreve we boalt too the ſkill, 
For the Will of all Wills was the Warwickſhire 
Warwickſhire Will, [Will, 
Matchleſs il, 


For the Will of all Wills, &c. 


"here never was ſeen ſuch a creature, 
Of all ſhe was worth he robb'd Nature, 
He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her grief, 
For the. Thief of all Thieves was the Warwicks 
ſhire Thief, 
Warwickſhire Thief, 
He's the Chief, 
For the Thief of all Thieves, &c. 


S ON G XXXVIII. 
SWEET Willy O. 
Sung by Mrs. Baddeley, in the Jubilee. 


HE pride of all Nature was fweet Willy O. 
The pride of all Nature was {weet Willy O: 
The firſt of all ſwains, 

He gladden'd the plains, 


| None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 


e ſung it ſo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 
e ſung it, Sc. 
He melted each Maid, 
So ſkilful he play, d, g 
No Shepherd cer pip'd Tike the ſweet Willy o. 
All Nature obey'd him the [weet Pee? O, 
All Nature, Cc. 


V. herever he came, 


Whatc'er had a Nam 


ve he ſung follow's jute Willy O. 1 


kill, 
hire 


Vill, 


rief, 
ick - 


v0. 
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He would be a Soldier the {weet Wally O, 


| He would, &c, 


When arm'd in the field 
With ſword and with ſhield, 
The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd them while living the dad 
He charm'd, Sc. 

And when Will dy'd, 

'T was Nature that G's, 


To part with her all in the ſweet Willy o. 


8 O N G xxxIxX. 
The MultBErRRY TREE. 
Set by Mr. Dibdin. 


| PEHOLD thi this fair goblet, "rwas carv'd from 


the t 
Which ng my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was planted 
y thee ; 
As a relick I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 
WV hat comes from thy hand mult be ever divine. 
All ſhall 3 to the Mulberry TOW ; 
Bend to thee + 
Bleſs'd Mulberry ; 
Matchleſs was he 
That planted thee, 
And x rg like him, immortal ſhalt be. 


Ye trees of the Foreſt ſo rampant and high 

Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads 
ſweep the ſky ; 

Ye curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 


To root out the natives at prices ſo dear: 
All. ſhall yield, &c. 
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. 
The Oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 
Preſerv'd once our, King, and will always our 
coalt : [that fight, 
Of the fir we make ſhips ; there are thouſands 


But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write. 
All ſhall yield, Sc. 


Let Venus delight in her g 2 bor rs, 
Pomona in fruit- trees, and Flora in flow'rs ; 
The Garden of Shake] eare all fancies will ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of flow'rs, and the faireſt of 
All ſhall yield, &c. [fruit. 


With learning and knowledge the well-letter'd 


birch [Church 
Supplies Law and Phyſic, and Grace for the 
But Law and the Goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 
He gives the beit Phyſic tor body and mind. 
All ſhall yield, Sc. 


[The ſame of the patron gives fame to the tree: 

From him and his merits this takes its degree: 

Give Phœbus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 

The tree of our Shakeſpeare is Rill more divine. 
All ſhall yield, Cc. 


As the prong of Shakeſpeare itſhinen the bright 
ay, 

ore rapture than wine to the heart can convey;z 

So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 


Has the laurel and bays, and the vine 15 in one. 
All ſhall yield, Sc. 


Then each take a relic of this 8 tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Let's fill to the Planter the cup to the brim, 


To honour your country, do h 7 to him. 
All ſhall yield, Cc. 
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'ghts : Sung by Mr. Dipdin, in The Padlock, - +» 
rite. i EAR heart, what a terrible life am I led ! 


A Dog has a better that's ſhelter'd and ted ; 
Night and day tis the lame, 


5, A l 

4 My patn 1s deer game; 
ſuit, Ne with co de Lord me was dead, 
lt of } Whate'er's to be done, 


Poor Blacky muſt run; 

Mutigo here, Mungo dere, 

Mungo every where. 
Above or below, 


Sirrah, come, Sirrah, go; 0 
Do ſo, and do fo. ; | 
Oh! Oh! a | 


Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. . 
. | 
| A favourite Song in MipAs. 
1 Nymph aſſwage my anguiſh, 
At your feet a tender Swain 


Prays you will not let him languiſh; 
One kind look wou'd eaſe his pain. 


Did you know the Lad that courts 
You, he not long need ſue in vain; 
Prince of Song, of Dance, of Sports, 
Lou ſcarce will meet his like again. 


\ 


SONG. 


DE. 
92 : 


[ 2#] 
In the New Engliſh Opera f The Maid of the Mill. 


CHORUS. 


REE from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 
O how bleſt the Miller's life ? 
Chearful working thro' the day, 
Still he laiighs and ſings away. 
Nought can vex him, 
Nought perplex him, 
Whilſt there's griſt to make him gay. 


DUTT. 


Let the Great enjoy the bleflings 
By indulgent fortune ſent. 

What can wealth, can grandeur offer 
More than plenty and content ? 


SON G XLIIL 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in The Maid of the Mill, 


AS I fore a life to lead, 
Wretched as the vilelt ſlave, 

Ev'ry hardſhip would I brave, 

Rudeſt toil, ſevereſt need, 

Fre yield my hand fo coolly 

To the man who never truly 

Could my heart in keeping have. 
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Wealth with others ſueceſs will inſure you, 
Where your wit and your perſon may pleaſe; 
Take to them your love, 23 you, 
And in mercy ſet me at eaſe. 


SONG 


2 + 
. = S ON G XLIV. 
Mill. ung by Mrs. Pinto, is The Maid of the Mill. 
= RUST me, would you taſte true "eds 
Without mixture, without meaſure, 
No where ſhall you find the treaſure 
1 Sure as in the ſylvan ſcene ; 
WF Bleſt, who, no falſe glare requiring, 
Nature's rural ſweets admiring, 
Can, from groſſer joys retiring, 
2 Seek the ſimple and ſerene. 


q le Kar. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in The Maid of the Mill. 


RFF" the man that I love, was I deſtin'd 
to dwell, 


On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
; More pleaſing than Courts or a Palace to me. 
ill, Let the vain and the venal in wedlock aſpire, 
To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire; 
I yield _ the bliſs where theit wiſhes are 
1 plac'd; 
Inſenſible creatures ! ' tis all they can taſte, 


3 8 © N G XEVE 
4 | Sung hy Mr. Shuter, in The Maid of the Mill. 


- HY how now, Miſs pert ! 
> | W Do you chink to divert 
; My anger by fawning and ſtroaking ? 
Wou'd you make me a fool, 
Your play-thing, ye tool ? . 
NG as ever young minx 2 provoking! 


Get 
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1 
Get out of my ſight! 
*T would be ſerving you right, 
To lay a ſound doſe of the laſh on; 
Contradict your Mamma! 
I've a mind, by the la— | 
But I won't put myſelf in a paſſion. 
SO N00 XEVH. 


Sung by My. Dibdin, in The Maid of the Mill. 


HEN you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in icature, 
Full of kindneſs and good-nature ; 
Prove as kind again to ſhe. 

Happy mortal! to poſſeſs her, 
In your boſom warm and preſs her, 
Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 
And be fond as fond can be. 


Rut if one you meet that's fro-ward, 
Saucy, jilting. and untow- ard, 
Should you act the whining coward, 
is to mend her ne'er the whit: 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her; 
Then agog when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her; 


Hcart alive, you're fairly quit. 


$$: Q>NeG: XEVHT. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Maid of the Mill. 
HEN hey for a frolickſome life; 
I'll ramble where pleaſures are rife ; 
Strike up with the free-hearted laſles, - 
And never think more of a wife. 
Plague on it, men are but afles, 
Jo run after noiſe and ſtrife, 


Had we been tagether buckled, 

"FT would have prov'd a fine affair; 
Dogs would have bark'd at the cuckold, 
And boys pointing, cry'd - Look there 


Sc 


TRE: 


1 S8 ON G XIIX. | 
eng Mi ;/5 Poitier, in The Maid of the Mill. 
13 Of. ! what a ſimpleton was II 
To make my bed at ſuch a rate! 
__- Xt Now lay thee down, vain fool, and cry, 
1 5 Thy true love ſeeks another mate. 
ll. No tears, alack! a 
Will call him back, 
No tender words his heart allure: go | 
I could bite ut. 
My tongue thro? ſpite—— | 40 3 
3 Some plague bewitch'd me, that's for fare. SE} 
Y W ; 
== Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in The Maid of the Mitt. 
On leave me in pity; the falſhood I ſcorn; 
For ſlander, the ſom untainted defies ;" 
But rudeneſs and inſult are not to be borne, 
X Tho' offer'd by wretches weve ſenſe to deipiſe, 
Of woman defenceleſs, how cruel the fate, 
8X Paſs ever ſo cautious, ſo blameleſs her way, 
II- nature and envy lurk always in wait, , 
And innocence falls to their fury a prey. 


1 58 O N d (LI 
Lu by Mr. Dibdin, in The Maid of the Müll. 


3} 7. they count me ſuch a ninny. 
| So to let them rule the roaſt, 


\ 


. 1 
11! bet any one a guinea, | 
That vn” ve ſumm' d without their hoſt, 
hac if I don't play em, in lieu of it. 
A trick that is fairly worth two of i it, 
Why then let me pals 
For 2 fool and an als. 


C3 | To 


3 1-28] 
To be ſure the ſly cajoler 
Thought his work as good as done, 
When he found the little ſtroller 
Was fo eaſy to be won. 
But if I don't play *em, in lieu of it, 
A trick that is fairly worth two of it, 
Why then let me paſs 
For a fool and an aſs. 


SONG II. 
| Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Maid of the Mill. 
| | 8 my liſe; ſearch England over, 


. 
— 
9 


An you match her in her ſtation, 
I'll be bound to fly the nation: 
And be ſure as well I love her. 


Do but feel my heart a beating, 

l Still her pretty name repeating : 

Here's the work tis always at, 

Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat. 

When ſhe makes the muſic tinkle, 
What on ycarth can ſweeter be? 

Then her little eyes ſo twinkle, 
Tis a feaſt to hear and ſee. 


SON G LM. I 
Hung by Miſs Poitier, in The Maid of the Mill. 
Jan young, and I am friendleſs, 3 
1 And poor, alas! withal ; 
Sure my ſorrows will be endleſs, 
In vain for help I call. 
Have ſome pity in your nature, 


To relieve a wretched creature 
Though the gift be ne'er fo {ma!l. 
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N you, poſſeliing every blefling, 


3 Still inherit, Sir, all you merit, Sir, 
And never know what it is to want; 1. 
Sweet Heaven, yourWorſhip all happineſs grant 


8 Sung by Miſs Poitier, in The Maid of the Mill. 
3 19 Sir, you ſeem mighty uneaſ, 
i 1 But I the refuſal can bear ; | 
Mill. I warrant I ſhall not run crazy, 


I Nor die in a fit of deſpair... 1 8 
, If ſo you ſuppoſe, you're miſtaken; 
For, Sir, for to Jet you to know, 


I'm not ſuch a maiden forſaken, 
But I have two ſtrings to my bow. 


4 = Surg by Mr. Shuter, in The Maid of the Mill. 
1 1 ſpeak my mind of womankind, 
In one word it is this, | 
By Nature they're deſign'd 
To lay and do amils. 


Be they maids, be they wives, 
Alike they plague our lives; 
Wanton, headſtrong, cunning, vain, 
Born to cheat and give men pain. 


Their ſtudy, day and night 
Is miſchiet their delight; 
And it we ſhould prevent 
Ar one dour the intent, 
They quickly turn about, 
And had another out. 


C 3 SONG 
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S DN G LI. 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin, ia The Maid of the Mill. 
F that's all you want, who the plague will be 


orry ? 
Twere better by half to dig ſtones in a quarry ; 
For my ſhare, 'm weary of what is got by't: 
*Sfleſh ! here's ſuch a racket, ſuch ſcolding and 
| coiling, ſtoiling, 
You're never content, but when folks are a 
And SARS like horſes from morning till 
night. | 
You think I'm afraid, but the difffrence to ſhew 
5 vou, (you; 
Firſt, yonder's your ſhovel, your ſacks, too, I throw 
enceforward, take care of your matters who 
will : [need *em, 
They're welcome to ſlave for your wages that 
Tol lol derol lol, I have purchas'd my freedom, 4 
And never hereafter ſhall work at the mill. A 


SONG LVII. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto azd Mrs. Mattocks. 
In Love in a Village. | 


| Mrs. Pinto. : 3 
Hes PE! thou nurſe of young Deſire, q 
Fairy promiſer of joy; 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
- Temp'rate ſweet, that ne'er can cloy ! 


Hope ! th — K delight, 

thou earnelt of delight, 

: Softeſt ſoother of the _ ; 

Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find! 


Both. 


th. 


{ 3t ] 


Both. 


Kind Deceiver, flatter {till ; 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſs'd : 
Wich thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 


SONG LVIII. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Love in a Village. 


688 Youth, ah ! tell me why, 
Still you force me thus to fly ? 
Ceaſe, oh J 


ceaſe to perſevere, 


Speak not what I muſt not hear; 


o my heart its eaſe reſtore, 
Go, and never fee me mare. 5 


' SONG LIX. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Love in a Village. 


M* heart's my own, my will is free, 


And ſo ſhall be my voice; 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 
Let Parents rule, cry Nature's laws, 
And Children ſtill obey ; 
And is there then no ſaving clauſe 
Againſt tyrannic ſway ? 0 


. | 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Love in a Village. 


| We ENCE can you inherit 


So ſlaviſh a ſpirit, 

Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a log? 
Now fondled, now chid, 
Permitted, forhid ; 

"Tis leading the life of a dog. 


For 


—— — — 


ER] - 
For ſhame ! you a Lover ! 
More firmneſs diſcover ; 


I 5A 


— — 
rr — 
I 0? — meme ern 


\þ Take courage, nor here longer mope : 

il Reſiſt, and be free; © 
| Run riot, hike me ; . I 

nt And, to perfect the picture, elope! * Z 

1 „ «ÜP—ͤ 11“ 
| Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 


„ 


WHEN once Love's ſubtle poiſon gains 

| A paſſage to the female breaſt, 

Ruſhing, like lightning, through the veins, 
Each wiſh, and ev'ry thought's pa ſſeſt. 


To heal the panes our minds endure, 
Reaſon in vain its fkill applies; 


„ » 
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Nought can afford the heart a cure, ] 
But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 7 


SONG LXII. mw 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village, 


TILL in hopes to get the better : 
Of my ſtubborn flame l try, 
Swear this moment.to forget her, 


=. Mt ASS 


x 


| | And the next my oath deny. 
Z Na prepar'd with ſcorn to treat het 
a | Ev'ry charm in thought J brave; 
| Thea, relapſing, ſty to meet her, 
And coynteis my ſelf her Cave. 
; : \ 
| : 
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SONG LXII. 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks, ix Love in a Village. 


O* ! had I been by Fate decreed 
A Some humble — Swain, 
In fair Roſetta's ſight to fee 
My flocks upon the plain; | 
What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt know? 
Ye envious Pow'rs # why have ye plac'd 
My fair one's lot ſo low ? | 


SONG LXIV. | 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love in a Village. 


HE honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, 
Need neither Fortune's frowning tear, 
Nor court the Harlot's ſmile. 


'The greatneſs that would make us grave, 
Is but an empty thing; 

What more than mirth would mortals have ? 
The chearful man's a King ! 


SONG LIXV. | 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love in a Village. 


'” E RE was a jolly Miller once 
Liv'd on the river Dee; 

He work'd, he ſung, from morn to night, 
No lark more blithe than he. 925 

And this the burden of his ſong 
For ever us'd to be, 

J care for nobody, no, not I, 
If nobody cares for me. 


* 


SONG 


18379188 
SONG ILXVI. 
Sag by Mr, Beard, j in Love in a Ville, 


1E E T gay ones, and great, 0 
Make the molt of their faten 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run ; 4 
Well, who cares a jot ? * 3 
I envy them not, | 1 
Wnile I have my dog and my gun. + I 


For exerciſe, RNS (4.4% 
To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light; | 
The bliſſes I find, | 
No ſtings leave behind, "S Ar 
But health and diverſion unite. 


b 
5 * 8 S 


SONG LXVII. | 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtal, in Lore in a Village. 
n well, ſay no more; N 


So you told me before ; ; 11 
I know the full length of my tether. 
Do you think Pm a fool, 
That I need go to ſchool ? 5 
I can ſpell you, and put you together. 


A word to the wiſe | 
Will always ſuffice : — 
Addſniggers! go talk to your parrot. 
Pm not ſuch an elf, 
 Th'of I ſay't of myſelf, 
But I know a erp" 8 head 5 a carrot, 


SONG 


[3s] 
80 NG LXVII. a 
Sung by Mr. Dyer, in Love in a Village. 
TY INK, my! faireſt, how delay, 
Danger ev'ry moment brings; 


Time flies ſwift, and will away, 
Time that's ever on its wings. 


| Doubting and ſuſpence at beſt, 

wp 4 Lovers late repentance colt; 

"ug : Let us, eager to be ble ſt, 
Scize occaſion ere "ris loſt. 


3 SONG LXIx. 
8 | | Sung by Mr. FOE. and Mrs. Mattocks, is Love 
in a Village. | "7 


Mr. Dyer. 
132 rakes and libertines, refign* d 
To ſenſual pleaſures, range: 
Here all the ſex's charms I find, 
And ne'cr can cool or change. 


| Mrs. Mattocks. 
Let vain coquettes and prudes conceal 
What molt their hearts deſire: 
2 With pride my paſſion I reveal ; 
| * Oh! may it ne'er expire. 
= 5 Duetto. 
The Sun ſhall. ceaſe to ſpread its light, 
The ſtars their orbits leave, 
And fair creation fink in night 
When L my dear deceive. | 


ige. 


+ -» 
Sung by Mrs, Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 


UPID, God of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs — part ; 
Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithful heart. 


uſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 
ho the body would enthral ; 
Tyrants of more cruel kind, | 
Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. 
Cupid, God of, &c, 
Sith What is grandeur ? foe to reſt ; 
| Childiſh mummer at beſt, 
{18 Happy I in humble ſtate! 
Care ye fools, the glitVring bait. 
Cupid, God of, &c. 
SONG LXXI. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 
ELIEVE me, dear Aunt, 
If, you rave thus, and rant, 
You'll never a Lover perſuade ; 
The men will all fy, 
ie 


And leave you to 
(O, terrible chance!) an old maid. 


How happy the laſs, 
Muſt ſhe come to this paſs, 
Who ancient virginity ſcapes! 
Twere beiter on earth 
Have five brats at a birth 
Thad in Hell be à leader of apes, 


— 


T 


SONG 


„ 
S ON G LXXIL 


1 Sung by Mrs, Mattocks, in Love in a Village? 
_— 5 E women, like weak Indians, trade, 
Whoſe judgment tinſel-ſhow decoys ; 
Dupes to our folly we are made, | 
While artful man the gain enjoys: 
We give our treaſure to be paid 
A paltry, poor return in toys, 
 $,0'N $6 -. LXKXOL 
Sung by Miſs Davies, in Love in a Village 
HOY happy were my days till now ! 
I n&er did ſorrow feel; 
With joy I roſe to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning-wheel. 
My heart was lighter than a fly, 
= | Like any bird 1 ſung, 
F Til! he pretended love, and I 
43 Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 
O the fool! the filly, filly fool, 
That truſts what man may be 
I wiſh I was a maid again, 
And in my.own country, 


. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Love in a Village? 
OW bleſt the maid whoſe boſom 
3 No headſtrong paſſion knows! 
Her days in joy ſhe paſles, | 
Her nights in ſweet repoſe; 
| Where'er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear, invades her; 
But pleaſure | 
Without meaſure 
From ey'ry object flows. 


ING | D SONG 


38 7 
SONG LXXV, 
Sung by Mrs, Pinto, in Love in a Village. 


JI7 OUNG I am, and fore afraid: 
Would you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 

Lead an innocent aſtray ? 

Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 

Men too often we believe ; 

And ſhou'd you my faith deceive, 

Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 

Sure my tender heart would break. 


| S ON OG IXXVI. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Love in a Village. 


1 N love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 
Untutor'd by faſhion or art, 

Whoſe wiſhes are warm and ſincete, 
Whoſe words are th' excels of the heart z 


If aught of ſubſtantial delight 
On this fide the ftars can be found ; 
Tis ſure, when that couple unite, 
And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd, 


| ONO n. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Love in a Village. 


E ASE, gay ſeducers, pride to take 
In triumphs o'er the fair, 
Since clowns as well can act the rake, 
As thoſe in higher ſphere. 
Where then, to ſhun a ſhameful fate, 
Shall hapleſs beauty go? ; 
In ev'ry Ration, ev'ry ſtate, 
Poor woman finds a toe. | 


CdS pte 
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[ 39 ] 
S' ON G LXXVII. 


3 To pluck the venom'd ſhaft away, 
Y That rankles in my heart: 
Deep in the centre fix d and bound, 
My efforts but enlarge the wound, 
And fiercer make the ſmart. 


3 ? : 8 O N G LEXSY. + 
8e. Lung by Mr. Mattocks, ix Love in a Village. 
f H! how ſhall I, in language weak, 

My ardent paſſion tell, | 

Or form my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak 
That cruel word, farewe 7 
Farewell but know, tho' thus we part, 

My thoughts can never ſtray: 
Gu where I will my conſtant heart 

Mutt with my charmer ſtay, | 

D 2 8ONG 


e. | | 
9 Sung by Miſs Davies, in Love in a Village. 

; = OINCE Hodge proves ungrateful, no further 
YJ 8 Pl 2 | f 
But go up to town in the waggon next week: 
A ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 
And Regitte:'s office will get me a place. 
Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with a 
0 friend; 
XE Folks ſay, in her ſilks ſhe's now ſtanding an end: 
Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxim purſue, 

e. 3 And better my fortune, as other girls 8 | 

| E | s O N G LXXIX. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, iz Love in a Village. 

rt 3 3 1 N vain I ev'ry art eſſay, 


"if 


NG 


[ 40 ] 
0 N 6... LIXEXT, 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtal, in Love in a Village. 


W As ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a 


vixen? [what J ſay; 
Zawns! Madge, don't provoke me, but mind 
You've choſe a wrong parſon for playing your 
tricks on, 
So pack up your alls and be trudging away: 
.You'd better be quiet, i 
And not breed a riot; [day ? 
?Sblood ! muſt I ſtand prating with you here all 
Pve got other matters to mind ; 
Mayhap you may think me an aſs; 
But to the contrary you'll find: 
A fine piece of work, by the maſs! 


S ON G LXXXII. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, ix Love in a Village? 
II Dolly was the faireſt thing, 


Her breath diſclos d the ſweets of ſprings © 


And if for ſummer you would ſeek, 
*T was painted in her eye and cheek: 
Her ſwelling boſom, tempting ripe, 
Of {:uitful autumn was the type; 
But when my tender tale I told, 

I found her heart, like winter, cold. 


'S O N G LXXXIII. 

Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love in a Village. 

ONS! neighbour, ne'er bluſh at a trifle 
like this ; | 
What harm with a fair-one to toy and to kiſs ? 
'The greateſt and gravelt (a truce with grimace) 

Wou'd do the ſame-thing were they in the ſame 
| place. Na 
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[ 41 ] 
No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free ; 
To ſovereign beauty mankind bend the knee: 


e. That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe: 
a We all love a pretty girl—under the role, 
lay ; SON G LXXXIV. 
. Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love in a Village. 
4 H E world is a well-furniſh'd table, 
7 Where gueſts are promiſcuouſly ſet; 
Wo all fare as well as we're able, 
lay? © And ſcramble for what we can get. ; 
re all * ſimile holds to a tittle; | 
1 ome gorge, while ſome ſcarce have a taſte ; 
But if Pm content with a little, 
4 Enough is as good as a feaſt, 
1 SON G LXXXV. 
5 | Sung by Mr. Beard, ix Love in a Village. 
* HF CE with cares, complaint, and frowning 
rings 4 Welcome qe and joy ; . 
X Ev'ry grief in pleaſure drowning, 
2 irth this happy night employ. - 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty, 
X.. Laugh and ſing ſome good old ſtrain 
Drink a health to Love and Beauty 
E May they long in triumph reign! 
3 SONG LXXXVL | 
e. Taz1o. Sung by Mr, Beard, Mrs. Pinto, and 
1 Mrs. Mattocks, ia Love in a Village. 
Mr. Beard. . 
. E LL, come, let us hear what the ſwain 


ace) muſt poſſeſs, a . ceſs ? 
fame Who may hope at your feet toimplore with ſuc- 
3 3 Mrs. 


| [ 42 ] 
Mrs. Pinto, and Mrs. Mattoch:s, 
He muſt be, firſt of all, | 
Straight, comely, and tall ; 
Nether aukward, nor fboliſh; 
Nor apiſh, nor muliſh ; | 
Nar yet ſhould his fortune be ſmall. 
| Mir. Beard. 
What think'ſt of a Captain? 
Mrs. Mattocks, 
All bluſter and wounds ! 
Mr. Beard. 
What think'ſt of a Squire! 
Mrs.' Pinto. 
To be left for his hounds. 
Mrs. Piuio and Mrs. Mattochs. 
The youth who is form'd to my mind, 
Muſt be gentle, obliging, and kind; 
Of all things in nature, love me; 
Have ſenſe both to ſpeak and to lee, 
Yet ſometimes be ſilent and blind. 
Mr. Beard. 
*Fore George, a moſt rare matrimonial receipt. 
Tre, © ; 
Obſerve it, ye fair, in the choice of a mate; 
Remember, tis wedlock determines your fate. 


S ON G IXXXVII. 

Sung by My. Punſtal, ia Love in a Village. 
Plague of thoſe wenches! they make ſuch 
a pother (will; 
When once they have let'n a man have his. 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his carziage. 
: at 


— OE, — 


3 
What tho'f you ſpeak them never ſo fairly, 
= Still they keep teazing, teazing on : 
5 You cannot perſuade 'em, | 
Till promiſe you've made em; 
And after they've got it, 
They'll tell you rot it! ; 
Their charaQer's blaſted, they re ruin'd, undone p 
And then, to be ſure, Sir, 
. There is but one cure, Sir; | 
And all their diſcourſe is of Marriage. 


4 SONG LXXXVIII. 
3 Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village, 


H OW much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſoms find ; 

But with reſiſtleſs force it draws, 

Y To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join'd : 

Phe caſket where, to outward ſhow, 

'$ The workman's art is ſeen, . 

2X 1 doubly valu'd, when we know 

Y Its holds a gem within. 


4 s O N G LXXXIX. 
fate, = Sung-by Mrs. Pinto, in Love in a Village. 


> 18 not wealth, it is not birth, 
Can value to the ſoul convey : 


+ 
4 4 
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ge. 5 Minds polleſs ſuperior worth, 

de. i Which chance nor gives, nor takes away. 
will; Like the ſun true merit ſhows, 2X 
ve his, By nature warm, by nature bright; 
other, | With inbred flame he nobly glows, 


Nor needs the aid of borrow'd light. 
What Wil SONG 


[ 44 ] 


„ . 


Sung by Mrs, Pinto, in Love in a Village. 


„ nc we ſee a lover languiſn, 

And his truth and honour prove; 
Ah ! how ſweet to heal his anguiſh, 

And repay him love for love. 


S O N.G AC. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, ia Love in a Village. 
HE traveller benighted, 
And led through weary ways, 
The lamp of day new lighted, 
With joy the dawn ſurveys : 
The riſing proſpect viewing, : 
Each look is forward calt ; 
He ſmiles his courſe purſuing, 
Nor thinks of what is paſt. 


S 0 N G Nen. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 
F ever a fond inclination | 
Roſe in your boſom, to rob you of reſt ; 
Reflect, with a little compaſſion, | 
On the ſoft pangs which prevail'd in my breaſt. 
Oh! where, where would you fly me ? 
Can you deny me, thus torn and diſtreſt ? 
Think, when my lover was by me, 
Would I, how could I, refuſe his requeſt ? 
Kneeling before you, 
| Let me implore you: - 
Look on me, fighing, crying, dying. 
Ah! is there no language can move ? 
If I have been too complying, 
Hard was the conflict twixt duty and 708 
[ 
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S ON G XCII.. 
Surg by Mrs. Arne, in The Fairy Tale. 


A ſpotted ſnakes, with double tongue, 
Thorny hedge-hogs, be not ſeen, 
Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong, 
Come not near the fairy queen, 
Philomel, with melody, 
Sing in your ſweet lullaby. 
Neither harm, nor ſpell, nor charm, 
Come the fairy's pillow nigh, 
So good night with lullaby. 


XX Weaving ſpiders, come not here; 


Hence, ye long-legg'd ſpinners, hence } 
Beetles black, approach not near ; 
Worm, nor ſnail, do no offence, ; 
 Philomel, with melody, 
Sing in your ſweet, &c, 


SONG XCIV. | 
Sung by Signor Giuſtinelli, in Almena; 


Set by Mr. Michael Arne, 


H OW can I my heart ſurrender, 
And not moſt unfaithful prove? 


vet ' tis gratefu! to be tender, 


When from pity riſes love. 


But, can honour prove ungrateful, 


And the vows of love ſuppreſs? 
*Tis unmanly, if, deceitful, * 
When we're bleſt we ceaſe to bleſs. 


SONG 


[46] 


SQ NO: MCF.;. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Almena. 


Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 
HE martial hoſt, and tented Slain, ' 
May fright the poor and timid ſwain, 
Who never felt ambition's fire ; 
But nothing awes, or ſhould controul, 
The truly great, undaunted foul, 
That dares to empire's height aſpire. 


SON G XCVI. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Almena. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


WII N Beauty, on the Lover's ſoul, 
Imprints its firſt and faireſt charms, 
It ſoon does Reaſon's force controul, 
And every paſſion quite diſarms. 
*Tis beauty triumphs o'er the brave, 
As ev'ry feature blooms divine; 
"Tis beauty makes the King a ſtave, T 
| in an Angel's form, like thine. 


SONG XCVII. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, in Almena. 


| Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 
HE golden radiance of the ſun, 
Mild glancing thro! the cedar bow'rs, 
Renews the glories of the day : 
The beauteous ſcene's again begun, 
Which Nature freſhens and empowers, 
And cv'ry bird exalts his lay. 


Sweet 


E 


n 


Sweet 
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Sweet is the prime of florid June, 
Sweet are the meadows as they ſmile, 
And ſweet the rural Minſtrels ſong ; 
But ſweeter is the mind in tune, 
Sweeter the heart unknown to guile, 
And ſweeter where the Virtues throng. 


Si 0N+G- n. 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent, in Almena. 


Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


OULD you taſte of Freedom's charms, 
Zara courts thee to her arms; | 


W 


Diſtreſs, like thine, ſhould pity move, 


And Pity's ray ſhould kindle Love. 
For my heart adopts thy woes, 


Melting, thrilling as it glows; 


Leave thy cell, and follow me, 


Love and Zara ſet thee free, 


$ G wee 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, in Almena. 


Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 


| hang” Peace ſhall claim its ſoft dominion, 
And gentle Love ſhall ſway the heart ; 
Ambition ſinks on wearied pinion, 

And Tyranny has loſt its dart. 


Again ſhall ſmiling Joy and Pleaſure 
Advance together hand in handg 
And Plenty ſpread its golden treaſüre, 

To brightea the dehiver'd land. 


SONG 


[4], 
SON G C. 


Dux rro. Sung by Signora Cremonini and || 
Mrs. Arne, in Almena, 


Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 


1 flows the cool and purling rill, 

| In filver mazes down the hill, 

It cheers the myrtle, and the vine, 
That in each other's foliage twine: 


So ſtreams from the maternal heart, 
What tender nature can impart; 

'Thus happy, in my arms to fold, 
And to my heart Almena hold. 


$ ON: . 
Sung by Signora Cremonini, in Almena, 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 
ITH doubts and fears, for her I love, 
My heart is till diſtreſs'd; 
Afflicted as the plaintive dove, 
When plunder'd of her neſt, 


Whence ſad and moaning, all the day, 
She pines in ſolitude away. 5 


292 ut pinn⁰j,s 


Fly, fly, oh! fly, ye minutes, fl | 
Gn Time's expanded wings, « ! P 
Till my Almena ſtops the ſigh D 
'That for her ſafety ſprings ; | 7 
Guard her ſweet innocence and charms, 8 
And ſafe condy&t her to theſe arms. > 
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S O N G cn. Ws 
Suns by Miſs Williams, in Almena. 


Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


HE ſweets of Peace ſhall be our own, 
And ſmiling Plenty crown the Plains; 
„Tris Peace adorns the Monarch's Throne, 
And cheers the Cottage of the Swains. 


The rifing fan ſhall bleſs the mead, 
And fair the mountain olive ſpring z 
Ti- vine its richeſt cluſters ſpread, 
W hen glory crowns a patriot King. 


$ Ne 


| DurTtTo. Sung bye Mr. Tenducci, and Mrs. 
Pinto, in the Englith Opera of Artaxerxes. 


Set by Dr. Arne, 


AIR Aurora, prithee ſtay ; 
O retard unwelcome day; 
Think what anguiſh rends my breaſt, 
Thus careſſing, thus careſt, 
From the idol of my heart 
Forc'd at thy approach to part. 


Leg 
— 


eg 
na. 


love, 


IF 

7 8 Sung by Mr. Tendacci, in Artaxerxes. 
8 i T7 ATER, parted from the ſea, 

J * C W May increaſe the river's tide, 


Ta the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or thro? fertile valleys glide, 


E Though 


O 
2 


1 
Though, in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 
Thro' the land 'tis free to roam, 


| Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Till tt reach its native home. 


S ON G cv. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Artaxerxes. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


EHOLD on Lethe's diſmal! ſtrand 
Thy father's troubled image ſtand ! 

In his face what grief profound! 

See, he rolls his haggard eyes! 

Hark! © Revenge! revenge!” he cries ! 
And points to his ſtill bleeding wound. 

Obey the call, revenge his death, 

And calm his foul that gave thee breath. 


| S005. M0 CYL 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Artaxerxes 
HY father! — away! — I renounce ihe fr 
claim, teme! 
Thou ſpot to my honour! thou blaſt © «wy 


Let juſtice the traitor to puniſhment bring; 
His father he loſt when he murder'd Ins 112. 


SONG CVIL 
Sang by Mrs. Pinto, in Artaxerxes. 
| Set by Dr. Arne. 


3 thou lovely Youth, 
Let hopes thy fears remove; 
Preſerve thy Faith and Truth, 
But never doubt my love. 
| SONG 


—_ 
* 


». 
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SONG CVHL. 


Seng by Mr. Beard, in Artaxerxes. 


Much-lov'd Son! if Death 
Has ſtol'n thy vital breath, 
8 Fl! ſhare thy hapleſs fate! 
Bu: ere the dagger drinks my blood, 
A murther'd King, at Lethe's flood, 
The ridings mall relate. 


SONG CIX. 
Sung by Mr. Squibb, in Artaxerxes. | 


AIR Semira, lovely Maid, 
Ceafe, in pity, to upbraid 
My oppreſs'd, but conſtant heart; 
Full ſufficient are the woes, 
Which my cruel ſtars impoſe; 


„ Heav'n, alas,! has done its part. 


SONG cx. 
Sung by Mr. Squibb, in. Artaxerxes, 


IN infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known ; 


And friendſhip, in our riper years, 


Has twin*d our hearts in one: 
O!] clear him then from this offence, . 
Thy love, thy duty prove; | 


| Reſtore him with that innocence * 


Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 


E 2 SONG 


£2.53 M 
SONG CX. 


Suze by Mr. Mattocks, iz Artaxerzes. 


HEN real joy we mils, 
"Tis ſome degree of blils, 
To reap ideal pleaſure, 


And dream of hidden treaſure. 


The ſoldier dreams of wars, 
And conquers without [cars ; 
The ſailor in his ſleep 

With ſafety ploughs the deep; 


80 I, through fancy's aid, 
Enjoy my heav'nly maid 
And, bleſt with thee and love, 
Am greater far than Jove. 


SO Nen. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, ix Artaxerxes. 


T O figh and complain, 
0 3 1 3 
Contented my wiſh to enjoy: 

I ſcorn to reflect "On 

On a Lady's neglect, 

Or barter my peace for a toy, 


In love, as in war, 
I laugh at a ſcar; | 
And if my proud enemy yield, 
The joy that remains, 
Is to ſead her in chains, 


And glean the rich ſpoils of the field, 


SONG 


1881 
SONG CXIII. | 
. Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Artaxerxes. 
Let the danger of a ſom 
Excite vindiQtive ire; 
The proſpett of a kingdom won 
Should light ambitton's fire, 
To wounded minds revenge is balm, 
With vigour they engage; 
And facrifice a pleaſing calm 
Jo a more plealing rage. 


SON i. CARE... 
Fu by Mrs. Baker, in Artaxerxes. 
OW hard is my fate, 
How delp'rare my fate, 
When honour and virtue excite, > 
To ſuffer diſtreſs, 
Contented to bleſs 
1 ae object in whom I delight ! 
Vet, midſt all the woes 
My ſaul undergoes 
T ro? virtue's too rigid decree, .. 
J] ſcorn to complain, 
Lt the force of his pain 
Awaken his pity for me. 


e 
5 Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Artaxerxes. 
L* o'er the cruel tyrant, Love, 
2 conquett I believ'd, * 
"Che flattfring error ceaſe to prove, 
Q! let me be deceiv'd, | 
| - „ Forbear 


ge 
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Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create; 


What was my pride is now my ſhame, 


And mult be.turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 

Which, ah ! I feel, too much inclin'd 
To take a traitur's part. 


S O N G CXVL 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, iz Artaxerxes. 
MI away ! 
From cheartul day, 
To the gloomy deſert fly; 
Paths explore 
Where lions roar, 
And devouring tigers lie. 


Tho! for food | 
They wade in blogd, 


All to ſave their young agree ; 


Ev'ry creature, 
Fierce by nature, 


Harmleſs is, compai'd to thee. 


SON G CXVIL 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, ia Artaxerxes. 


E T not rage thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 
Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoſt breaſt; 
Nor with rancour never ending, 


Heap freſh ſorrows on th? oppreſt. 


„ẽ; ᷑ Wow 000i 
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Let nat rage thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's jult expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend; 
T, alas ! at once have loſt 
Father, brother, lover, friend ! 


Loet not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove ; 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


8 ON G CXVIII. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Artaxerxes. 


HE ſoldier, tir*'d of war's alarms, 
Forſwears the clang of hoſtile arms, 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield : 
But if the brazen trumpet found, 
He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field. 


s O NG CXIX. 
Sung by Mr. Yates, in The Capricious Lovers. 


HEN the head of poor Tummus was broke 
| By Roger, who play'd at the wake, 
And Kate was alarm'd at the ſtroke, 8 

And wept for poor Tummuy's ſake; 

When his Worſhip gave noggins of ale, 
And the liquor was charming and ſtout ; 

O theſe were the times to regale, 
And we footed it rarely about. 


Then 


129 


Then our partners were buxom as does, 
And we all were as happy as Kings; 
Each lad in his holiday cloaths, | 
And the laſſes in all their beſt things: 
What merriment all the day long ! 
May the feaſt of our Colin prove ſuch ; 
Qdzooks! but P11 join in the ſong, 
And Tl hobble about with my crutch, 


8 ON G cxx. 


Sung by Miſs Slack, in The Capricious Lovers, 


N 88 ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot, 
v3 To ſhare thy board, and deck thy cot ; 
With joy I fly the ſimple youth, - 
Who holds me light, er doubts my truth. 


Thy breaſt, for love too wanton grown, 
Shall mourn its peace and pleaſure flown ; 
Nor ſhall my faith reward a ſwain, 

Who doubts my love, or thinks me vain, 


S ON: G; ,CAXk 


Sung by Mrs. Scott, in The Capricious Lovers, 


1 F tyrant love, with cruel dart, 

1 Transfix the maiden's tender heart; 

Of eaſy faith, and fond belief, 89 

She hugs the dart, and aids the thief, = 


Till left, her helpleſs fate to mourn, 
Neglected, loving, and forlorn ; 1 
She finds, while grief her boſom ſtings, 

As well as darts, the god has wings. 


„ reren 
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s O NG cx. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, and Miſs Slack, in The 
Capricious Lovers. | 


Phebe. | 

O Colin's tender love poſſeſs'd, 

My heart is glad, my yu bleſs'd ; + 
His chearful looks, his foul fiacere, + ' 
Shall give the ſmile, and wipe the tear. 
No ſplendor gilds my homely ſcene, 
My itores are few, my cottage mean; 
But Phœbe's ſmile rewards my pain, 


And Colin is a wealthy ſwain. 


Both. | 1 

No jealous thought ſhall ſtain my breaſt, 
No tears alarm, no cares moleſt, 
Piers hd ſ 

eas'd with the nymph, my hopes purſue z 
For ſhe is kind, and I am true. ou : 
Pleas'd with the { 2 rſue; 

eas'd with the ſwain, my ho urſue ; 
For he is kind, and I am true, 1 7 


SONG cam” 


o 


Sung by Miſs Slack, in The Capricious Lovers. 


| HE N vapours o'er the meadows die, 
And morning ſtreaks the purple ſky, 
I wake to love with jocund glee, ' x 


To think on him who doats on me. 


When eve embrowns the verdant grove, 

And Philomel laments her love ; | 

Each ſigh I breathe my love reveals, 

And tells the pangs my boſom feels. Wa 
1 1 


[58] 


With ſecret pleaſure I ſurvey 

The frolic birds in am'rous play 5 
While fondeſt cares my heart employ, 
Which flutters, leaps, and beats for joy. 


8:0. NG CXEIV. 
Sung by Mrs. Clive, in The Capricious Lovers. 


Fer various * ſerves the fan, 
. As thus —a decent blind, 
Between the ſticks to peep at man, 
Nor yet betray your mind. 
Each action has a meaning plain, 
| Reſentment's in the — ; 
J y A flirt ct ſtrong diſdain, 
1 Conſent, a gentle tap. 
| All paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art, 
And to advantage . ſhews 
The hand, if not the heart. 
Tis folly's ſceptre, firſt deſign'd 
By love's capricious boy, 
Who knows how lightly all mankind 
| | Are govern'd by a toy. 


— S ON G CXXV. 
Sung by Mr. Yates, in The Capricious Lovers. 


HH O' my features, I'm told, 
Are grown wrinkled and old, 
; Dull wiſdom I hate and deteſt ; 
| Not a wrinkle is there, 
H Which is furrow'd with care, 
. And my heart is as light as the beſt. 


_ —Q—Uü—ä— 9 3-4 AGE 


% rx L — od 
r FS ono er ＋ * N 
— P OR—ea dr mma . 

+ 


= = 
Re oe: 


- 
— — 


rr . ; ̃ A.. ̃⁊˙· ⁊ . nog rs; 1 
— een mom N *. 


* 1 
— EE a REES 


When 


ers. 


Then 


When TI look on my boys, 
They renew all my joys, 
 Myſelt in my children 1 ſee 
While the comforts I find 
In the kingdom my mind, 
Pronounce that my kingdom is free: 


In the days I was young, 
Oh! Icaper'd and ſung, 
The laſſes came flocking apace; 
But now turn'd of threeſcore, 
l can do fo no more 
Why then let my boy take his place. 


Of our pleaſures we crack; 
For we ſtill love the ſmack, 

And chuckle o'er what we have been; 
Yet why ſhould we repine ? 
You've had your's, I've had mine, 

And now let our children begin. 


$20 "N"& "Oexvt. 
Sung by Miſs Slack, in The Capricious Lovers. 
HEN late a ſimple ruſtic laſs, 


I rov'd without conſtraint, 
A ftream was all my looking-glaſs, 
And health my only paint. 


The charms J boaſt, alas! how few, 
I gave to nature's care: 
As vice ne'er ſpoil'd their native hue, 
They could not want repair. 
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SONG CXXVIL 


Sang by Mr. Vernon, in The Capricious Lovers. 


H ſhould I now, my love, complain, 
That toil awaits thy chearful ſwain ; 

Since labour oft a ſweet beſtows, 

Which lazy ſplendor never knows ? 


Hence ſprings the purple tide of health, 

The rich man's wiſh, the poor man's wealth; 
And ſpread thoſe bluſhes o'er the face, 

Which come and go with native grace. 


The pride of dreſs, the pomp of ſhow ; 
Are trappings oft that cover woe ; 

But we, whoſe wiſhes never roam, 
Shall taſte of real joys at home. 


S ON G CXXVIII. 
Sung by Mr, Yates, in The Capricious Lovers. 
K r my dreſs, as my manners, is ſimple 
and plain, K 
A raſcal I hate, and a knave I diſdain; 
My dealings are juſt, and my conſcience is clear, 
And I'm richer than thoſe who have thouſands 
=. year, - 
Tho bent — with age, and for ſporting un- 
cout | 
I feel no remorſe for the follies of youth ; 
I ſtill tell my tale, and rejoice in my ſong, 
And 1 boys think my age not a moment too 
ong. 
Let the Courtiers, thoſe dealers in grin and 
grimace, 
Creep under, dance over, for Title or Place; 
Above all the titles that flow from a throne, 
That of Honeſt I prize and that * = 52 


2 At 


ST 


L 61 ] 


S ON G CXXIX. 
Sung by Miſe Slack, in The Capricious Lovers. 
HEN far from faſhion's gilded ſcene 
I breath'd my native air, 
My thoughts were calm, my mind ſerene, 
No doubtings harbour'd there, 


But now no more myſelf I find, 
Diſtraction rends my breaſt ; 

Whilſt hopes and fears dilturb my mind, 
And murder all my reſt. 


S O N G CXXX. 
Sung by Miſs Slack, in The Capricious Lovers. 
F ROM flow'r to flow'r the butterfly, 


O'er fields or gardens ranging, 
Sips ſweets from each, and flutters by, 
And all his life is changing. 
Thus roving man new objects ſway, 
By various charms delighted ; | 
While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to-day, 
To-morrow ſhall be lighted. 


Na. 
Sung by Mi Slack, in The Capricious Lovers. 
| AY AIN in ruſtic weeds array'd, 
A ſimple ſwain, a ſimple maid ; 
_ Ofer rural ſcenes, with joy we'll rove, 
By dimpling brook, or cooling grove, 
The birds ſhall ſtrain their little throats, 
And warble wild their merry nates, 
While we converſe beneath the ſhade, 
A happy ſwain, and 8 maid. 


, Thy 
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Thy hand ſhall pluck, to grace my bow'r, 
The luſcious fruit, the fragrant flow'r ; 
While joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new, 
Thy Phœbe kind, thy Colin true. 


S. 0 & . 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Cymon. 
V OU gave me laſt week a young linnet, 
Shut up 1n a fine golden cage ; 
Yet how ſad the poor thing was within it, 
Oh how did it flutter and rage! 
Then he mop'd, and he pin'd, 

That his wings were confin'd, 
'Till I open'd the door of his den ; 

Then ſo merry was he, 

And becauſe he was free, 
He came to his cage back again. 


EO N O&. CAXXAH. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, in Cymon. 
ET awhile, ſweet ſleep, deceive me, 
Fold me in thy downy arms, 
Let not care awake to grieve me, 
Lull it with thy potent charms. 
I, a turtle, doom'd to ſtray, 
Quitting young the parent's neſt, 
Find each bird a bird of prey; 
© Sorrow knows not where to reſt. 


S O N G CXXXIV. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, ia Cymon. 
Why ſhould we ſorrow, who never knew fin ! 


Let ſmiles of content ſhew our rapture 


within: 
This love has ſo rais'd me, I now tread in air! 


Each 


He's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care ! _. 


(6983. 

Each WIS views me with ſcorn and diſ- 
ain; | | 

Each ſhepherd purſues me, but all is in vain: 

No more will I ſorrow, no longer deſpair, 

He's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care 


S O NG CXXXV. 
Sung by Mrs. Bradſhaw, in Cymon. 
WW HE: NI were young, tho' now am old, 


he men were kind and true; 
But now they're grown ſo falſe and bold, 
hat can a woman do? 
Now what can a woman do ? 
For men are truly, 
So unruly, 
I tremble at en ad 


When I were fair=tho? now ſo ſo, 
ne, ; No hearts were given to rove, 
Our pulſes beat nor faſt, nor ſw-w *. 
To all was faith and love ;- 
What can a woman do? 
Now what can a woman do? 
For men are truly, 


So unruly, 
I tremble at eap ne 


S O N & CXXXVI. 


» fin ! : Sung by Mr, King, in Cymon. 
prure FF ſhe whiſpers the Judge, be he ever ſo wiſe, 
| Tho' great and important his truſt is; 


ür A His hand is unſteady, a pair of black eyes 
c 707 Will kick up the balance of juſtice, 
: i If 
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Ik his puſlons are ſttoog, his judgment grows 


weak, 
For love through his veins will be creeping ; 
And his 3 when near to a round dimple 
chee 


Though he ought to be blind will be peeping. | 


S ON G CXXXVII. 
- In Cymon. Set by Mr. Arne, 


HESE flow'rs, like our hearts, are united 
in one, | [done: 
And are bound up fo faſt that they can't be un- 


So well are they blended, ſo beauteous to fight, 
There ſprings trom their union a tenfold delight, 
No poiſon or weed here our paſſion to warn, 


But the ſweet without briar, the roſe without 


thorn. 


SON G CXXXVIII. 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by- Dr, Arne. 


1 2 horn calls the Sportſmen abroad, j 
e 


To horſe, my brave boys, and away 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 

VU pbraids our too tedious delay. 

What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox ! 
O'er hills and o'er valleys he flies! 

Then follow—we'll ſoon overtake him Huzza! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 7 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay ; 
How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 


And loſe the fatigues of the day ! d 
- | | With 
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With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy; 
Dull wiſdom all papyinela ſours; 3 
Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 
SON G CXXXIX. | 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in 'Thomas and Sally, 
Set by Dr. Arne. Ti; 
ERE I as poor as wretch can be, 
As great as any Monarch, he, 


united Ere on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 
[done Id work my fingers to the bone. 
Je un Grant me, ye Pow'rs, (I aſk not wealth,) 
ſight, Grant me but innocence and health; 
elight, Ah ! what is grandeur, link'd to vice? 
an, Tis only virtue gives it price. 
vithout il SON: G CIAL 


Sung by Miſs Poitier, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. + 4 | 
"T* E May-day of life is for pleaſure, 


Sall For ſinging, for dancing, and ſhow ; 

A Then why will you w3fte ſuch a treaſure 

In ſighing, and crying—Heigho? 

abroad, = Let's copy the bird in the meadows, 
ay | By her's tune your pipe when *tis low; 
zunds Fly round, and coquette it as ſhe does, 
11 And never fit crying—Heigho ! 
A » 


Though, when in the arms of a Lover, 


' It ſometimes may happen, I know 
Huzza - That, ere all our toying 1s over, : 


oi We cannot help crying—Heigho ! 
: ſpoil, In age ev'ry one a new part takes; 
I find to my ſorrow tis ſo : 
ſ\h, When old, you may cry till your heart aches, 
And no one will mind you—Heigho! *  - 
With | F 3 i SONG 


\ 
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SON G CXLI. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Thomas and Sally. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 
WHEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, / 
From nymph to o—_ I ſtrove in vain |: 
My wild deſires to rally: | | 
But now they're of themſelves come home, | BY 
And, ſtrange ! no longer ſeek to roam, 
They center all in Sally, =X vw 
Vet ſhe, unkind one ! damps my joy, | 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy ; Sh 
Ca fore with ruin tally ? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, | T 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, | 
Rather than injure Sally, = T 


Come, then, oh ! come, thou ſweeter far 
Than jeflamine and roles are, ; T 
Or lilies of the valley; | 
O follow love, and quit your fear, | S} 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, = 
| And make me bleſt in Sally. 


SO ‚‚NG CM. 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


IFE's a garden, rich in treaſure, 
Bury'd like the ſeeds in earth: 
There lie joy, contentment, pleaſure ; 
But *tis love muſt give them birth. 
That warm fun its aid denying, 
We no rs — can taſte 
But in cold obſtruction lying. 
Life is all one barren walte, 
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S O N G cxim. 


Sung by Miſs Poitier, in Thomas and Sally, 
Set by Dr. Arne, 
As tec would wiſh to ſucceed with a 


als, 
Learn how the affairs to he done; 
For, if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
You'll loſe her, as ſure as a gun. 


With whining, and ſighing, and vaws, and all 
As far as you pleaſe you may run; [that, 

She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 
But jilt you, as ſure as a gun.- 


To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is fine! 


But, mark you the conſequence, mun ; 
The baggage will think herſelf really divine, 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun. 


Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, and ſtout, 
And no opportunity ſhun | ; 

She']l tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'l] cry 
But mum—ſhe's as ſure as a gun. | 


S O N G CXLIV, 
Sung by Mr. Beard, and Mrs Pinto, in Thomas 
and Sally, Set by Dr. Arne, | 
Thomas. 
12 Fops pretend in flames to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never felt; 
I ſpeak without diſguiſe or art, 


And with my hand beſtow my heart. 


Sally. 
Let Ladies prudiſhly deny, 
Look cold, and give their thoughts the lye ; 
] own the paſiion in my breaſt, 
And long to make my lover bleſt, 


[ 68 ] 


Thomas. 
For this, the Sailor on the maſt, 
| Endures the cold and cutting blaſt; 
N All dripping wet, wears out the night, 
| And braves the fury of the fight. | 
Sally. 

For this the virgin pines and ſighs, 
With throbbing heart, and ſtreaming eyes, 
Till ſweet reverſe of joy ſhe proves, 
And claſps the faithful lad ſhe loves. 

13 Duetto. 
Ye Britiſh youths, be brave, you'll find, 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind; 
Protect their beauty from alarms, _ 
Aud they'll repay you with its charms. 


SO NO Mv. 


Fung by Mrs. Pinto, in Thomas and Sally, 
| Set by Dr. Arne. 
Ne ſpirits guard my love, 
In time ot danger near him *bide ; 
With out-!{pread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball aſide. 
And you, his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Oh! may you then with me accord; 
A ſympathetic paſſion fee], : 
Behold his face, and drop the ſword. 
Ye winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave; 
Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep, 
14 Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gently heave 


The calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep. =” 


Till, halcyon peace return'd once more, 
From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 
My ſailor views his native ſhore, | 
And harbours (ale in theſe fand * 


NG 


ly, 


NG 
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SONG (CXLVI. 
Sung by Mifs Poitier, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr, Arne. 

V I wag a young one, what girl was 


like me? 
So wanton, fo airy, and briſk as a bee; 
I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where-c'er 
A fiddle was heard, —to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to lay ; 
*T was, This, Sir, —and That, Sir,—but ſcarce 

every Nay ; | lace, 
And, Sundays, dreſs'd out in my filks and my 
I warrant I ſtood by the belt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man! 
Well, reſt him We all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 

And jealous—tho' truly I gave him ſome cauſe, 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff'd me, but let me alone; 
Egad ! I've a tongue, and I paid him his own : 
Ye wives, take the hint, and when ſpouſe is 
untow'rd, | word. 
Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt 


But now I'm ben alter'd, the more to my woe; 
Pm not what 1 was forty ſummers ago: 
Tan ſore foe; there's no ſhunning his 


However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum-chance; 


J ſill love a tune, though unable to dance; 
And, hooks of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 
I reach that to others I once did myſelf. 


SONG 


= 
- 3 —— 8 — 5 > 6 


Ce re ee eee EY —————————jç§5—C . 
* 


We'll ki 


[50] 
S ON G CXLVII. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, iz Thomas and Sally, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
AV former time, how briſk and gay! 
So blithe was I as blithe could be; 

But now I'm fad, ah ! well-a-day ; 

For my true Love is gone to ſea. 
The lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun, 

Their wheedling arts are loſt on me; 


For I, to death, ſhall love but one, 
And he, alas! is gone to ſea, 


As droop the flow'rs till light return, 


As mourns the dove its abſent ſhe ; 
So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 
Till my true Love returns from ſea. 


S O NG CXLVUL 


Sung by Mr, Mattocks, and Mrs. Pinto, in 


Thomas and Sally. 
Mr. Mattocks. 
OM E, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be 
deny'd ; 
Fine cloaths you ſhall flaſh in, and rant it away; 
PI! give 5 this purſe, and, hark you, beſide 
4 and we'll toy, all the long ſummer's 
We 
Mrs. Pinto. 


Of kiſſing and toying you ſoon will be tir'd, 


Should poor hapleſs Sally conſent to he naught; 
Befides, Sir, believe me, I ſcorn to be hir d; 
The heart's not worth gaining which is to be 
bought. N 1 


[79-1 
Mr. Mattocks, | 
Fear not, my dear Sally, the world's buſy tongue; 

Soon above ſcandal my girl ſhall be put; 
Then laugh, as you roll in your chariot along, 
At draggle- tail Chaſtity walking on foot. 
Mrs. Pinto. 7 
If only the fear of the world made me ſhy, 
My coyneſs and modeſty were but ill ſhown ; 
Their pardon *rtwere eaſy with money to buy; 
But how, tell me how, Icould purchaſe my own? 


Mr. Mattocks. 
Leave morals to grey-beards; thoſe lips were 
For better employment yam [deſfign'd 
Mrs. Pinto. | | 
— I'll not be a whore ! 


Mr. Mattocks. 


| O fie, child! Love bids you be rich and be kind; 


Mrs. Pinto. 
But Virtue commands me, Be honeſt and poor. 


„NON en.. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Maid of the Mill. 


| H ARK! 'tis I, your own true Lover, 
| After walking three long miles ; 
One kind look at leaſt diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
Ah! you little cunning vixen! 
I can ſee your roguiſh ſmiles. 


Addſlids! my mind is fo poſſeſt. 
"Till we're ſped I ſhan't have reſt; 
Only 


[72] 
Only ſay the thing's a bargain, 
Here an you like it, | 
Ready to ſtrike it, | 
There's at once an end of arguing : 
Jam her's, ſhe is mine; 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 
65. „ pe 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Maid of the Mill. 
149 a maid in way of marriage, 
Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let *un do the beſt he can, 
She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
"Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 
Tho'f mayhap ſhe likes him mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams 1t coy and cold ; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 
Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 
But the parſon comes in ſight, | 
Gives the word to bill and coo ; 
*Tis a different ſtory quite, 
And ſhe quickly buckles too. 


S ONT... 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in The Maid of the Mill. 
H T, hiſt ! I hear my mother call! 
Pr'ythee be gone, 
We'll meet anon.— 
Catch this, and this— 
Blow me a kiſs, 
In pledge-promis'd truth, that's all. 
Farewell [and yet a moment ſtay, 
Something beſide I have to ſay ; 
Well, 'tis forgot ;— 
No matter what. 
Love grant us grace, 
The mill*s the place, 
She ealls again, I muſt away. SONG 


She 


[73] 
Sung by Mr. Shuter, in The Maid of the Mill. 
7 QU vile pack of vagabonds! what do ye 
mean ? | 
l' maul you, raſcallions, 
Ye tatter-demallions— 
| If one of them comes within reach of my cane; 
Mill. Such curſed aſſurance, 9877515 
*Tis paſt all endurance, 
Nay, nay, pray come away, 
They're lyars and thieves, 
And he that believes 
Their fooliſh predictions 
Will find them but fiftions, 
A bubble that always deceives. 
SON G CLI. 
Tune -In infancy our hopes and fears, 
"L HE tuneful lark on æther wings 
Each morn his lofty flight 
In rapt'rons notes he ſweetly fings, + 
And hails th* approaching light: 
: But I from morn no comofrt know, 
: __ Nor reſt from ſilent night; 
All joys to me inſipid grow, 
Afford me no delight. | 
Tune—Blow ye bleak zvinds around my head, © 
She, JI LOW, gentle winds, and waft my love 
Acroſs the wide and dang'rous main; 
Protect him, all ye pow'rs above, N 
From cruel Neptune's boiſtrous train. 
Mey ſtorms ne'er riſe, nor tempeſt roar, 
Till my Love's 2 his wiſh' d-for ſhore, 
8 He, 


* 


NG 


„ 
be, May guardian angels hover round 
| Lucinda, miſtreſs of my heart, 
And, when ſhe ſpeaks, convey the ſound. 
To me in earth's remoteſt part. 5 
May 8 10 and peace poſſeſs her breaſt, 


And lull her anxious mind to reſt. 


She. Of comfort hence P11 think no more, 
He. To happineſs I bid adieu, | 
he. Till week winds my love reſtore, 
2. And bring me back again to you. 
Both. O cruel fate, then muſt we part 
Farewell -O ceaſe my trembling heart. 


S' O NGO © CIV. 
Tune mortals, aubom fancies & troubles perplex, | 


V E n — breathe the cool ev'ning ö 
of life, | 
Who ſeek for your children a huſband or wife, 
Let reaſon, nat riches, prevail o'er your mind, 
To mutual affection be never unkind, 
Remember the time when yourſelves too were 


young, 
When nought put of Cupid in raptures you ſung. 
Grey hairs oy have taught you, indeed, to be 
Wille; 
What can't be enjoy d, you no longer can prize. 
Youth, beauty, and love, now appear to you vain ; 
Like you, when grown old, they'll: believe too 
the ſame. | : 
Remember the time when you otherwiſe thought; 
Love n that reaſon, which wiſe parents, 
TY taught. | , 


SONG 


9 
SONG CLVI. 
Tune - My heart was ſo free. 


ound. 1 Strove, but in vain, 
7 To chaſe away pain, 
aſt, Which had taken deep root in my heart; 
; My reſt me forſook; | 
re, Betray'd in my look, 


What I felt from ly Cupid's keen dart. 


5 SONG CLV. 

Tone— Tas in the bloom of May. 
HE mano ale, who tunes 

heart. 'T Her warbli ing notes ſo ſweet, 


Midſt flowers ne'er preſumes 
To fix her mournful ſeat. 


perplex, | Melodiouſly ſhe ſings, 
ev'ning 5 a Wnile hawthorns pierce her breaſt; 

| Her voice ſweet echo rings; 
r wiſe, And nature lulls to reſt. 
mind, "Tis thus the love-fick maid. 

In penſive voice complains, 
20 were Seeks out the lonely ſhade 
| To tell her endleſs pains. 

„ . While there ſhe breathes her mind, 

to de N hills 2 

y purling riv'lets twin” 

n prize, Reverberate the ſound. 
u vain ; 


| $ :0N 7 -CLV. . 
ine —- Thus I Hand like à Turk, with my doxies 
around. 
SY - young 1 men and ye maidens, who know | 
when you're well, 


ho with peace and contentment in cottages 
dell, G 2 Where 


ie ve too 


hou ght ; 


oN 
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Where in innocent mirth and true "Wi you 


abound, 
Where you dance on the green to the tabor's ſweet 
Ne'er wiſh to experience the noiſe of a city ; 
Believe me, their joys you'l] not envy, but pity, 
There life's but a ſcene of vexation and pain: 
Like me, you would wiſh yourſelves ſoon back 
again. 


S ON G CLIX. 
Tune — Dear Cblie, come give me ſaveet kiſſes. 


W O ULD you wiſh o'er a maid to prevail, 
| In fighs you your mind muſt impart; 
You muſt tell her tome pretty love tale, 
And ſing what you feel at your heart. 
When, in pity, to love ſhe's inclin'd, 
And fondly believes all you ſay, 
Sure embrace her while ſhe's in the mind: 
There's danger in longer delay. 
O how happy could I be with you, 
United in wedlock's ſoft chain; 
All the day we'd our pleaſures purſue, 
And revel it over the plain. 
Would the fates only grant me but this, 
All the cares of high life I'd defy ; - 
And, while thus we enjoy'd the true bliſs, 
How happy my Dickey and I! 


SON G CEX. 
Tune, Leave, neigbbours, your work, and to ſport, &c. 
RE miſers ſtarve over the wealth they poles, 


And as it grows greater {till fancy it leſs: 
Give me but my bottle, my pipe, and my glaſs, 


And heighten my bliſs with a ſweet blooming 1 1 


ſound, 


Dre 


joys you 


ſound, | 


Irs ſweet 
City ; 
but pity, 
d pain: 
don back 


ft kiſſes. 
prevail, 
impart; 
"Bo 


nd; 


RT's 

Ti deſpiſe 

Being lo wiſe. 

As the wind blows, 

So the world goes, 

P11 ne'er quit my bottle until the ſun riſe. 


Let Lawyers, Phyſicians, and Parſons pretend, 
That the good of mankind is their principal end: 
Law, Phyfic, Divinity, ſoon would expire, 
Were Bacchus and Plutus from kence to retire, 
. Life at beſt Ma 
Is but a jeſt, ' 
E'en a bubble, 
Noiſe and trouble; 
Give me but my battle, I'll give up the reſt. 


Let fond, fooliſh lovers, whine over the fair, 
And, in love diſappointed, yield up to deſpair : 
No fickle, coy maiden, my mind ſhall perplex, 
No female inconſtancy me e er ſhall vex. 
Thus let me, —_ 
Eaſy and free, 
Void of all care, 
Hope or deſpair, 
Sit down to my bottle, or rove like a bee? 


$:+ 0M  CLEL 
_ Tune—How can you, lovely Nancy, &c. 


HE moſt ately gay fabrics that art ever 
rais'd, 
Or with wonder the eyes of beholders amaz'd, 
To their primitive nothing in time have declin'd, 
And &en * I doubt their remains where 
to Aud, | 


8 | 3 | : E'en 


„„ 

E'en the ſun, that from heaven to nature gives 
ight, = (night, 

And the pale, twinkling, luminous ſtars of the 

By time's fatal decree from their orbits ſhail fly ; 

Worlds fall upon worlds—jumble earth & the ſky. 


Then death ſhall no longer exult in his power, 

Nor time meaſure out the dull days by the hour: 
Swift as lightning whole ages unheeded ſhall fly 
Here life's but a moment · juſt breathe and we die. 


There the wretch ſhall no longer in ſorrow 
complain, 3 
Bid adieu to his care, bid adieu to his pain: 
*Bave the n of this world he in triumph ſhall 
2 riſe 


2 . "OE, Pr 
And, cherubim like, mount on atrial ſkies, 


8 50 NG Mn. 
Tune——"Tavas en @ fummer's evening clear. 
2 IS now the noon of gloomy night, 
8 When awful 8 reigns; fs 
And Luna darts her borrow'd light 
Along th' enamel'd plains. 
In no cots, the ſleeping fwains . 
| he tails of = 4 
No longer ſport in ruſtic games; 
No lambkins ſkip and play. 
Bur J, alas! a ftranger grown 
Toa comſort and repoſe, 
In vain to Phœbe make my moan, 
And tell my heart-telt woes. 
In that cold tomb my lover lies, 
A youth fo good and juſt) 
There, deaf to all my mournfal cries, 
He mouldersingo duit, | 
SONG 


bo 


Om. 
Ss GN -OG CEE 


te Tune—Blow, blow, thou winter's wind, 
by fa 4 BU clouds and tempeſts roar, 1 
0 : Ye rains in torrents pour, 1 
V. To quench this raging flame: 
wer, Let awful thunders roll, 
hour: And dreadful Boreas howl, 
] +" When I repeat her name, 
engl May Sol forget to riſe, 
orrow Or viſit more the ſkies, 
' Till I 2 _ 
: n vain ſha} I implore 
h ſhall Kind heaven . 


My love her peaceful mind 


SON G _ CLXIV. 
Tune - Let not rage thy boſom fire. 
EE, the God of Day appearing, 
Gilds yon eaſtern azure ſkies : 


See, the flow'rs their heads are rearing, 
And from drowzy ſlumbers riſe, 


But in hopeleſs love's no dawning 
Of contentment's peaceful light : 
Vain Yexped the chearful morning; 

All is ane continued night. 


$ ON G CI. 


F AR fwifter than light my love flies, 
In queſt of a happier clime.; 

See, yonder he ſteers thro* the Kies, 
And ſmiles on the wrecks of old Time! 

Since J here on earth Nill remain, 
A ſtranger to comfort and reit ; 

At once I will end all my pain 


This dagger I'll ſheathe in my breaſt. 


8. 


ar. 
it, 


N 
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_.Su@ N ©, CESYT, 
Tune=—Yeuth's the ſeaſon made for joy. 
AID ENs ne'er ſhould prove unkind, 
Nor in doubts long tarry, p 
When the ſwain is in the mind 
Both to love and marry. 
Seize the time, 
"Tis a crime, 
In a ſingle life to ſpend our prime. 
Youth and beauty ſoon will fade, 
Like flowers in the ſpring, 
Which, alas! when once decay'd, 
We from our boſoms fling. 
Let the old 
Rave and fcold, 
While we Love enjoy, let them their Gold. 


S O NO CLXVII. 
Tune - Deareſt Daphne, turn thine eyes. 


He. HE V that would contentment find, 
Mult poſſeſs a chearful mind; 
Be their fortune what it may, ö 
"Tis their ind reſt to obey. 
"Tis a folly to deſpair, 
Tho” beſt with grief and care; 
What our fate one day denies, 
; Oftentimes the next ſupplies. 
She. Mortals ne'er muſt hope to gain 
A life ſecure from care and pain: 
"Tis not proper, here below, 
That heaven ſhould ſuch gifts beſtow. 
Life with ſtorms and calms abounds, 
Which by turns each tzke their rounds : 
When the one rude 2 riſe, 
Swift to quell them t'other flies. 
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He. Since the ſtorm is now blown ofer, 

Of what's paſt let's think no more: 

She. But embrace the happy hour, 
While we have it in our pow'r. 

He. Youth is like the riſing ſun, 

She. When its courſe is once begun; 

Bath, Swift he wings his jayful fight, 

Till o'ertaken by the night. 


ads 


8 S O N G CLXVIE. 
ö Tune - Belleiſie March, 
\ ERE attend all ye Swains, 
And ye Nymphs of the plains, 
Quit your flacks and your herds for a while ; 
Hither quickly repair, | | 
In our mirth a part ſhare, A 
9 And each Laſs her Love meet with a ſmile, 
: Hark, the drum Hymen beats, 
| Hark, how echo repeats 
"= The ſweet ſound, as it flies ſwift away; 
as O' er halls, and o'er dales, 
» Ev'ry ear it aſſails, 
And mocks their long, tedious delay. 
O! how happy is he, 
That contented can be, 
To enjoy the beſt treaſure of life; 
All he'd wiſh &er to gain, 
He'll be ſure to obtain, 
In a prudent and ſenſible Wife. 
Should the Rover pretend, 
'That theſe joys will ſoon end, 
. And that Love will expire with the moon; 
; Mark how pain and diſeaſe | 
ids: 


The lewd Libertine ſeize, N 
Ere he reaches the height of life's noon. a 
; 5 


* — Bona? > = Dapd; Arn IP r r 


Sl [ 32 ]. 
But how wretched indeed, 
He whom Fate has decreed, | 
From the arms of his Fair-one to part; 
All endeavours are vain, 
To aſluage the ſharp pain 
Which is felt in a love-troubled heart. 


Though life's buſy ſcene, 

May oft help to ſerene, 

And diſperſe the dark clouds of Deſpair 
Yet when Night's filent noon 
Helps to add ta its gloom, _ | 
ho can ſay what the mind ſuffers there ? 


Haſte this day to employ, 
Thus devoted to joy, . ; 
nd with innocent mirth let's abound ; 
Thus in chorus we'll ſing, . 
While the foreſt ſhall ring a 
Wich the burthen of muſic's ſoft ſound, 


May all preſent attain 
A life free from pain, 
Ever ſtrangers to diſcord or ſtrife; 
May the ſingle ſoon find, 
In the Maiden that's kind, 
The joys of an amiable Wile ! 


SON G CLXIX. 


For the Free- maſons. By Mr. Cunningham, 


138 Maſonry, from Pole to Pole, 
Her ſacred laws expand; 

Far as the mighty waters roll, 
To waſh remotelt land! 

'That Virtue has not left mankind, 
Her ſocial maxims prove ; 

For ſtamp'd upon the Maſon's mind 
Are Unity and Loe. 


Aſcendin 


Wan fd 41 fu 8 mild . wi I 


1 


m. 


. 
Aſcending to her native ſky, 
Let Maſonry incteaſe; _ 
A glorious pillar rais'd on high, 
Integrity its baſe. 
Peace adds to olive-boughs entwin'd, 
An emblematic Dove ; ; 
As ſtamp'd upon the Maſon's mind 
Are Unity and Love. 


S K CEXY. 
The Wandering Beauty. By Mr, Hughes. 
7 E. Graces and the wand'ring Loves 
Are fled to diſtant plains, 
To chaſe the fawns, or in deep groves 
To wound admiring Swains. 
With their bright Miſtreſs, there they ſtray, 
Who turns her careleſs eyes 
From daily triumphs, yet each-day 
cholds new triumphs in her way, 
And conquers while ſhe flies. 
But ſee, implor'd by moving pray'rs, 
To changy the Lover's pain, 
Venus her harneis'd Doves prepares, 
And brings the Fair again. 
Proud mortals, who this Maid purſue, 
Think you ſhe'll] &er reſign ? : 
Ceaſe, fools, your wiſhes to renew, 
"Till ſhe grows humaniz'd, like you, 
Or you, like her, divine. 
een. 
By Mr. Hughes. | 
Ra origin divine 1 ſee, 
Of mortal race thou canſt not be: 
'Thy lip a ruby luſtre ſhows, 
Thy purple check outſhines the roſe : 


[ 84 ] 


| | And thy bright eye is * far 
ti Than any — ＋ any ſtar. 

i "Thy ford} of life deſpiſe; 

| jth j Above = da ry, Sylvia, riſe: 

I. 1 thy beauty, form, and mien, 
ll Idi a Goddeſs, or a Queen, 


4 s © N G CLXXIL % 
| By My. Hughes. 


x 1 NSTANT IA, ſee thy faithful ſlave by 
* Dies of the wound thy beauty gave: 
| Ah! gentle Nymph, no longer try | 


My and and heart ſhall both be thine, 


3 S O NG CLXXIW. 
"14 * By Mr. Hughes. 
v1 HRICE-lov'd Conſtantia, heavenly Fair, 


| | From fond purſuing Love to fly. 
1619 Thy pity to my love impart 
| | i Pity my bleeding, aching heart; c \ 
1 Regard my ſighs, and flowing tears, W 
if 1 And with a ſmile remove my fears. 
it A wedded wife if thou would'ſt be, T 
NA — ſacred Hes. join'd to me, 
li | et the Weltern ſun decline, T. 


44 For thee a ſervant's form I wear; 
. Though bleſt with wealth, and nobly born, x 
| I 1 For thee both wealth and birth I ſcorn. 
149 Truſt me, fair Maid, my conſtant flame N 
— 14 For ever will remain the ſame: [ 
My love that ne'er will ceaſe, my love | 


Shall _— to thy MP prove. 
f SONG 


na», OC 
l . 
| Lately added to Judas Macchabæus. 
ISE men, flatt'ring, may deceive you 
With their vain, mykterious art; 
Magic. charms can ne'er relieve you, 
Nor can heal the wounded heart. 
But true Wiſdom can relieve you, 
God-like Wiſdom, from above; 
This alone can ne'er deceive you, 
This alone can pains remove. 


S Q,N G CLXXV. | 
From Goldimith's Vicar. of Wakefield. 
HER lovely Woman ſtoops to folly, . 
And finds, too late, that Men betray z 
What charms can ſoothe her melancholy ? 
What art can waſh her guilt away? 


The only art, her guilt to cover, 
To hidg;her ſhame from ev*ry eye, 

To give repentance ta her Lover, 
And wring his boſom—is to die! 


S ON G CLXXVI. 
Sung by Miſs Cowper, at Vauxhall. 
I, * „ by Mr. Bach. 32 98 
"ons H! ſeek to know what place detaing © 
The object of my care, Ld & 
If ſtill his breaſt unchang'd remains, 
. If J his converſe ſhare. „ 
Tell me if e'er he gently fighs 
Ar mention of my name; 
5 If &er, when tender paſſions riſe, 
| His lips his truth proc lam. 
NG | 714 
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SONG CLXXVIE 


Sung by Mr. Du Bellamy, at Covent Garden 
Theatre. 3 


NGELIC Fair, beneath yon pine, 
On graſly verdure let's recline, 
And like the morn be gay: 
See how Aurora ſmiles on Spring, 
See how the larks ariſe and ſing, 
To hail the infant day. 


Muſick ſhall wake the morn—the day 
Shall roll unheeded as we play 
In wiles, impell'd by love: 
When weary, we ſhall deign to reſt 
Alternate on each other's breaſt, 
While Cupid guards the grove. 


What Prince can boaſt more happineſs 
Than I (poſſeſſing thee) poſſeſs ? 
All care is baniſh'd hence. 
Say, mortals, who our deeds deſpiſe, 
In what ſuperior pleaſure lies, 

Than love and innocence ? 


S ON G CLXXVII. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


Sailor's voice, tho? coarſe, can raiſe 
A note to melodize his lays, 


And quit the ſwelling ſeas to praiſe 
The charms of Highland Nelly. 


The droning bagpipe ſhall he mute 
Such muſic with ſuch charms can't ſuit, 
When ev'ry Muſe ſhall tune her Jute 

In praiſe of Highland Nelly. 
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[87] 
Ve tinkling rills, ye fertile plains, 
Where blyth Content for ever reigns, 
| Repeat abroad the honelt ſtrains 
Which flow in praiſe of Nelly. 
Still be the Lowland Laſſes fair, 
Still be they proud of golden hair; 
But where's the grace, the mien, the air, 
That ſhines in Highland Nelly? 
Amidſt her Nymphs when Venus ſtood, 
Fair as ſhe left the briny flood, 
Unleſs ſhe mov'd, no Gazer cou' d 
Diſcern the Queen of Beauty. 
So at a Lowland Ball Pve ſeen 7 
Unmov'd this pretty Highland Queen; 
But when ſhe danc'd, ye Gods! — | 
In love with Highland Netty. 


85 - CHANIE...- . 
Sung by Mr, Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Potter, £ 
S I went to the Wake that is held on the 
Green, 4458 Þ 
I met with young Phœbe, as blithe as a Queen; 


A form fo divine might an Anchoret move, 
And I found (tho' a Clown) I was ſmitten with 


love: 2 
So I aſk'd for a kiſs, but ſhe, bluſhing, reply'd, 
Indeed, gentle Shepherd, you muſt be deny'd. 
Lovely Pheebe, 1 cry'd, don't affect to be ſhy, 
I vow I will kiſs you—here's nobody by ; 
No matter for that; ſhe reply'd; tis the ſame, 
For know, filly — I value my fame: 

ray let me go, I ſhall ſurely be miſs d; 
Belides, Tm relolv'd that I will not be kiſs' d. 
2 Lord 
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SONG CLXXVII. 


Sung by Mr. Du Bellamy, at Covent Garden 
Theatre. 


NGELIC Fair, beneath yon pine, 
On graſly verdure let's recline, 
And like the morn be gay: 
See how Aurora ſmiles on Spring, 
See how the larks ariſe and fing, 
To hail the infant day. 


Muſick ſhall wake the morn—the day 
Shall roll unheeded as we play 
In wiles, impeil'd by love: 
When weary, we ſhall deign to reſt 
Alternate on each other's breaſt, 
While Cupid guards the grove. 


What Prince can boaſt more happineſs 
Than I (poſſeſſing thee) poſleſs? 

All care is baniſh'd hence. 
Say, mortals, who our deeds deſpiſe, 
In what ſuperior pleaſure lies, 

Than love and innocence ? 


S ON G CLXXVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


A Sailor's voice, tho? coarſe, can raiſe 

A note to melodize his lays, 

And quit the ſwelling ſeas to praiſe 
The charms of Highland Nelly. 


The droning bagpipe ſhall he mute, 
Such muſic with ſuch charms can't ſuit, 
When ev'ry Muſe ſhall tune her Jute 
In praiſe of Highland Nelly. 
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Ve tinkling rills, ye fertile plains, 
Where blyth Content for ever reigns, 
| Repeat abroad the honelt ſtrains 
"Ra Which flow in praiſe of Nelly. 
Still be the Lowland Laſſes fair, 
Still be they proud of golden hair; 
But where's the grace, the mien, the air, 
That ſhines in Highland Nelly ? 
Amidſt her Nymphs when Venus ſtood, 
Fair as ſhe lett the briny flood, 
Unleſs ſhe mov'd, no Gazer cou'd 
| Diſcern the Queen of Beauty. 
So at a Lowland Ball Pve ſeen 2, 
Unmov'd this pretty Highland Queen ; 
But when ſhe danc'd, ye Gods! I've been 
In love with Highland Nelly. 


S. 0 X08 CLAMIS.... . 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Potter. 


AS 1 vent to the Wake that is held on the 
reen, 81 

I met with young Phcebe, as blithe as a Queen; 

A, form fo divine might an Anchoret move, 

And I found (tho' a Clown) I was ſmitten with 


love: 1. 

So I aſk'd for a kiſs, but ſhe, bluſhing, reply'd, 
Indeed, gentle Shepherd, you muſt be deny'd. 
Lovely Pheebe, 1 cry'd, don't affect to be ſhy, 
I vow I will kiſs you—here's nobody by ; 
No matter for that; ſhe reply'd; *tis " & ſame, 
For know, filly — I value my fame: 
So pray let me go, I ſhall ſurely be miſs d; 

Tm reſolv'd that I will not be kiſs' d. 

| H 2 Lord 


[ 88 ] 


Lord bleſs me! Icry'd, Pm ſurpriz'd you refuſe ; 
few harmleſs kiſſes but ſerve to amuſe: 
he month 1t is May, and the ſeaſon for love, 

So come, my dear Girl, tothe Wake let us rove : 

No, Damon, ſhe cry'd, I muſt firſt be your wife, 

You then ſha]l be welcome to kits me for life. 


Well, come then, I cry'd, to the Church let 


us go, | nnd 
Rut after — Phoebe muſt never ſay no. 
Do you prove but true, (ſhe reply'd) you ſhall find 
I'Il ever be conſtant, good-humour'd and kind. 
So I kiſs when I pleaſe, for ſhe ne'er ſays the 


won't, | | 
And I kiſs her ſo much, that I wonderſhe don't. 


S ON G CLXXX. 
Sunk at Ranelach. 
Set by Mr. Howard. 
SSIST me, all ye tuneful Nine, 
With numbers ſoft and witty ; 
To Beſſy I inſcribe the line, | 
TLahen raiſe my humble ditty. 2 
Jo Beſly J inſcribe the line, 
Ten raiſe my humble ditty. 
Catch, catch, ye groves, the am'rous ſong; 
And, as ye waft the found along, 

Attend, ye lining ſylvan thrang 
IJ 0.0o praiſe my charming Beflyz 
My lovely, charming Beſſy. 

Let others ſing the cruel fair.. 
Who glories in undoing, a 
And proudly bids the wretch deſpair, 
- Rejoicing in his ruinz | 
And proudly, &c. | 
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Y CST hi. 
Such hanghty tyrants I deteſt;; 
And let me {corn them, while I reſt 
Upon thy genile-{welling breaſt, 
My lovely, charming Belly ; - 
My lovely, Sc. . 


The roſe Fil pluck to deck her head, 
The vi'let, and the panſy ; | 
The cowſtip too ſhall quit the mead, © 
Jo aid my am'rous fancy; 
The cowſli Ee. 1 
Ye fragrant filters of the ſpring, 
Who ſhed your ſweets on zephyrs wing, 
Around my Fair your odours fling, 
Around my charming Beſſy; 
Around, &c. 


When ev'ning dapples o'er the ſkies, | 
e fun no longer burning; 


=; 
* 


Methinks I ſee before my eyes 


Thy well-known form returning. 
On hill or dale, by wood or ſtream, f 


Thou art alone my conſtant theme, 


My waking wiſh, my morning dream, 
Thou lovely, charming Beſly; 
Thou lovely, charming Beſſy. 


SONG CLXXXI, 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon. N 


Youth belov'd by all the plain, 4 
A lovely, bright, and blitheſome Swain, 
Tin firſt he ſaw fair Jeſſy's eyes, 


And now the Swain for jeſſy dies. 


To ſilent groves thus did he cry, 


Muſt Thyrſis for ſweet ſeſſy die? | 


3 Say, 


5 [99] 

827, will ſhe uſe me with diſdain ? 
And muſt I live to love in van? 
But why ſhould I ſtill figh and moan, 
And not to her my paſhon own? ' 
How can I think her heart to move, 
Before ſhe knows how much I love? 
On wings of Love Pl] fly and tell, 
Fair ſeſſy all the pangs I feel: 
Shou'd ſhe be kind and pity me, 

Far ever bleſt will Thyrſis be. 


S ON G CLXXXII. 
bet by Mr. Yates. 


B ACCHUS, TJove's delightful boy, 
Gen'rous god of wine and joy, 
Still exhilarates my ſoul 

With the raptures of the bowl. 


Then with feather'd feet I bound, 
Dancing in a feſtive round; { 
Then 1 feel in ſparkling wine, 
Tranſports delicate, divine. 

Then the ſprightly muſic warms, 
Sang delights and beauty charms : 
Debonnair, and light, and gay, 
Thus I dance the hours away. 


S ON G CLXXxXIIL 


Sung by Mr. Tenducci. 


Eneath a green ſhade a lovely young ſwain, 
DD Oncev'ning reclin'd to dilcover his pain; 
$0 ſad, yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his vow, 
The wind ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to 
flow; | pe er fcomplain, 
Rude winds with compaſſion could hear him 
vet Chloc, leſs gentle, was deat to his ſtrain. 


[ 91 7 
$ ON G © CLxxXv. 


Sung by Mr. Dennis, at Sadler's Wells, iꝝ the 
HarLoT! s -PROGRESS. ; 


RISK wine and women are 
The ſource of all our joys ; 
3 A brimmer ſoftens ev'ry care, 
"I And beauty never cloys : 
WM Then let us drink and love, 
i While yet our hearts are gay; 
Women and wine, by all pi COPY 
Are bleſſings night and day. 


| 8 ON G _ CLXXXV. 
OYs HUN TIN OG SON. 
| Cung by Mr. Bradſhaw, at the Grotto Garden. 
Set by Mr, Bates. 
B RIGHT dawns the day, with roſy face, 
That calls the Hunters to the chace! 

With muſical horn, ſalute the gay morn, 

= Thele jolly companions to chcer ; 

With enlivening ſounds encourage the hounds 

| To rival the (peed of the deer. 


Tf you find out his lair, 
To the wood-lands repair; 

Hark! hark | he's unharbour'd, they I 
Then, fleet o'er the plain, 
We gallop amain ; 11 

All, alh is a triumph of joy! 


ſwain, O' er wt hills, and woods, 

pam; Through foreſts and floods, 

, The ſtag flies as ſwiſt as the wind! 

tains to The welkin reſounds 

mplaſn, With the cry of the hounds, 

ar him That chaunt in a concert behind, + 
train. Adieu 
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Adieu to old care, 


Pale grief and deſpair, 
We ride in oblivion of fear; 
Vexation and pain 
We leave to the train, | 
Sad wretches that lag in the rear, 


Lo! the ſag ſtands at bay, 
The pack's at a ſtay, 
Then eagerly ſeize on their prize; 
The welkin reſounds 
With the chorus of hounds, 
Shrill horns wind his knell, and he dies. 


S ON G CLXXXVI. 
Set by Mr. Howard. Sung at Ranelagh. 


Bk dew-beſprinkled roſe; N 
By the blackbird piping clear; 

By the weſtern gale, that blows 
Fragrance on the yernal year; 

Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 

Nor let me longer ſigh in vain ; 

Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 

Nor let me longer ſigh in vain. 


By the cowſlip, clad in gold ; 

By the ſilver lily's light; 
By thoſe meads, where you behold 

Nature rob'd in green and white; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
And to his fighs, oh! figh again: # 
Hear, &c. | | 
By the riv'let's rambling race; 

By the muſick that it makes ; 
By bright Sol's inverted face, 

ho for the ſtream his iky forſakes ; 


car, 
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Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
And into joy convert his pain ; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
And into joy, &c. 


8 ON G CLXXXVII. | 
Apvicz to a Lover. Set by Mr. Hudſon; . 


> ASE, fond Damon, ceaſe to languiſh, | 
Ceale thy wayward fate to moan ; 
Soothe thy heart-enthralling anguiſh, 
Flavia may be ſtill thy own. 
Let not Flavia's frowns aftright thee ; 
3. Clouds may dark the Solar ray: 
Tho' the now may ſeem to ſlight thee, 
Time will chaſe the clouds away. 
gh, Storms make ocean's waters purer, 
— Tho' they fill the ſoul with fear; 
Flavia's coy, if pm her, 
She may yet thy heart endear. 
Ceaſe, fond Damon, ceaſe to languiſh, 
| Ceaſe to nurſe corroding woe; 
Hearts which never. felt an anguiſh, 
Never can a rapture know. 
S O N G CLXXXVIII. 
Sang by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set iby Mr. Bates. 
ORINNA was lovely, was witty and young, 
And all o'er the town had her praiſes beep 
ſung; | [eyes, 
The beaux and the fops paid their court to her 
And the belles, tho' her rivals, beheld with ſur- 
rize ; | | | ' 
Yet to all, who in praiſing her charms did excel, 
Her anſwer was'only, Indeed very well. 
N 0 $718. Lyſandgr, 


Hear, 


| 


Lyfander amidſt her admirers preſt, 89 
And the true flame of love found to glew in his 
breaſt; [ ſpoke, 
With awe he approach'd, and with modeſty 
Yet his paſſion ſhe treated as only a joke; 1 
Tho' the pangs he endut'd no tongue could cer 
Yet her anſwer to all was, Indeed very well. 


Denials provok'd him to try other ways, 

Nor barely to knee], and to utter her praife, 
He boldly embrac'd the bright nymph in his arms, 
And kiſs'd her, & feaſted himſelf with hercharms; 
-She thought of her lovers he did all excell, 
But, anſwer'd Lyſander, as yet, Very well. 


As ſhe faintly repuls'd him, the ſwain grew more 


Od, 
That ſoon ſne conſented to have and to hold; 
At Hymen's bright altar receiv'd her fair hand, 
Attended by Cupids, a choice little band; 
Her face ſweetly ſmiling ſhe dares now to tell, 
That Lyſander ſhe loves, ay, Indeed very well. 


SONG CLXKXIX. . 


Sung by Mrs, Weichſel, at Vauxhall. 

Set by Signor Giordani. 
FE hopes the mind deceiving, 
Eaſy faith too often cheat; | 
Woman fond and all-believing, | 
Loves and hugs the dear deceit, 
Empty ſhow of pomp and riches, 

Cupid's trick to catch the fair ; 
Lovely maids too oft bewitches, 
: Flaitery is the beauty's ſnare. 
ol SONG 
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GN N 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr, Fiſher. 


F to raptures ſtill delighting, 
Seize the ſoul enchanting hours, 
Love, the friend of life, inviting, 
Calls you now to myrtle bow'rs. 


Leave each meaner care and pleaſure, 
All that once the heart could move, 

Soon you'll find how vaſt a treaſure, 
What the joys of mighty love. 


Fly to raptures ſtill delighting, &c. 


S0 §GAHTwWwWm OXOE | 
Sung by Maſter Suett, at the Grotto Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Brewſter. 


A bother day young Damon Fame, 
Where Chloe fat demure; 

He ſigh'd and gaz d to own his flame, 
For love had ſtuck him ſure. 

His aukward mien amaz'd the fair, 
Which he no doubt ſeem'd ſhy at; 
And when he prais'd her ſhape and air, 
She anſwer'd, Swain, be quiet. 


My dear, he cry'd, O] be not coy, 
Nor deem my meaning rude; . 
Let love like mine' thy mind employ, 

True love can ne'er intrude. | 
Her hand he then eſſay'd to kiſs, 

Which, frowning, ſhe cry'd fye at; 
And when he ſtruggled for the bliſs, 

"Twas, Be a little quiet. | 


The 
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The Swain 12 her alter'd tone, 
And boldly graſp'd her hand; | 
The nymph was forc'd to own the flame, 

And join'd in Hymen's band. | 
Alas! how chang'd each wedded pair! 

The power of words they try at; 
Now Damon has not one to ſpare, 

But, Pray, dear wife, be quiet. 


S8 ON G Cx. 


HY heavy the time rolls along, 
Now Julia is out of my ſight; 
How dull is the nightiagale's ſong, 
That formerly gave ſuch delight! 
The mcadows that ſeemed ſo green, 
Now loſe all their verdure of May ; 
The cowſlip and violet are ſeen 

To droop, tade, and wither away. 


Bright Phoebus no longer can Rene 
Gay proſpects no longer can charm; 
Fen mulick affords me no eaſe, 

Tho' wont ev'ry paſſion to calm: 

My flacks too diſorderly ſtray, 
And bleat their complaints in my ear ; 
No more they leap, frolick, and play, 
But ſad like their maſter appear. 


But ah ! if my Julia were ſeen, 

My lambs they'd rebound on the plain; 

Each flow'ret wou'd ſpring on the green, 

And nightingales charm me again: - 

Return then, my fair-one, return, 

Your coming no longer delay ; 

O leave not your ſhepherd to mourn, 

But haſten, my charmer, away. NS 
x | & SONG 
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SONG CXCIIL 
8 By Dr. Arne. 
| | USH, ye birds, your am'rous tales} 
Purling rills, in ſilence move! 


Softly breath, ye gentle gales! 
Leſt ye wake my flumb'ring love. 


O the joy beyond expreſſion, 
That inchanting form to own! 

Then, to hear the ſoft confeſſſon, 
That her heart is mine alone ! 


1 N G CXCIV. 
A fawourite Song in the EPHESIAN Marzo; 


Sung at Ranelagh, 
F I was a wife, 
And may deareſt dear life 
Took it into his noddle to die; 
Fer I took the whim 
To be bury'd with him, 
I think I'd know very well why, 
If poignant my grief, 
I'd ſearch: for Nit . 
Nor fink with the weight of wY carey | „ 
A ſalve might be — 4 1-4 
No doubt, above ground, | 
And I think I know very well where, 
Another kind mate 
Should give me What fate 


Would not from the former allow Ko 
Wich him Fd amuſe 


The hours you abuſe, 


And I think I know very well how. 


2 
e 
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"Tis true, Pm a maid, 
And ſo't may be ſaid, 
No judge of the conjugal lot; 
Yet marriage, I ween, 
Has a cure for the ſpleen, 
And I think I know very well what, 


s O N G cxcv. 
Sung by Miß Cowper, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Fiſher. 


N vain I ſeek to calm to reſt 
The heart that flatters in my breaſt! 
I feel my ſoul with fears oppreſo'd, 
Yet know not whence they flow : 


How anxious is the lover's fate! 
Ten thouſand doubts perplex his ſtate: 
Fond hopes of future bliſs create 
But certain preſent woe. 


SONG CXCVI. 
Sung by Mr. Gawdry. Set by Mr. Fiſher. 
i J ONG at thy altar, God of Love, 
I paid a double duty; 
A ſlave to Celia's voice and wit, 
To Chloe's taſte and beauty : 


Fain would I fix my reſtleſs heart, 
While they, with aukward feature, 
Diſguis'd, in Affectation's maſk, 
The genuine gifts of Nature. 
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Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 

Set by Mr. Bates. 
OVELY Phillis; when thou'rt kind, 
Nought but raptures fill my mind; 
Then I think thee ſo divine, nd Ihe 
Thou excelPſt een mighty wane: Ae 
But when you inſult me and laugh at my pain, 
I waſh thee away in e 84 : 
80 ban contemn both the boy and his mo- 

er | . 


t , 1 
And drive out one God by the pow 'r of another. 


Eyes 1 when 1 ſee, 

Friends I freely quit for thee; 2. 
Love perſuades and charms me then, 
Freedom I'd not wiſh to gain; 


But when thou art cruel an heed'ſt not my ** 
P 


Then ſtraight with a bumper I baniſh de 3 
So — contemn both the boy and his mo- 
ea, Me ee e ee 
And drive out one God by the pow'r of another. 
S ON G CxXC VIII. 
Sung by Miſs Dawſon, at the Grotto Garden. 
Set by Mr. Bates. 

M* father and mother for ever they chide, 
Becauſe I young Colin approve, 
Though witty and man]y, they can't him abide, 
But I'm alone guided by love, © /, 
My father, I warrant, when at Colin's age, 7" 
No doubt hut purſu'd the ſame plan; 
My mother, tis certain, took care to engage, 
At once to make ſure of her man. | 

I z And 
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And why fhould not I the ſame maxim purſue, 
I wonder ſhe angry ſhould be, 3 

When I, in my turn, the ſame thing but do 
As ſhe has done long before me. 


But firſt when the Shepherd my favour addreſs'd, 


Like others I threw o'er a veil, [preſs'd, 
He'd ſigh, and he'd kiſs, when ſo cloſely he 
I cou d not but hear his fond tale. 


J candidly own, whene'er the youth's by, 
Pve all I can wiſh in my view; 

Nor will I, like other coy maids, pifh and fye, 
The deuce ſhall take me if I do. 

Cool ſtreams to the heart, nor flow'rs to the bee, 
Such pleaſure they each cannot gain, 

As Colin's lov'd preſence 1s always to me, 
Far ſure he's the pride of the plain, 


And tho? he ſhould ſhow all the arts of his ſex; 
Or faithleſs, as others, might prove, 
It would not my mind by half ſo perplex, 
But knowing none elſe worth my love: 
Phat thought I will baniſh. lay fifty to ten, 
The licence he ſoon will procure; [ then? 
Perhaps you will ſay, Well, and prithee what 
Tl wed him, my Dears, to be ſure. 


3 


$ ONO  CXCIX. 
IG Set by Dr. Arne. 
I roving heart has oft, with pride, 
Diſſolv'd Love's filken chains; 


The wanton deity defy'd, 
_ And ſcorn'd his f arpeſt pains. 


45 
But 
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„ 
But from thy form, reſiſtleſs, ſtrem 
Such charms as muſt controul; | 
| In thee the faireſt features beam, 
1 The nobleſt, brighteſt ſoul. 


d, Y Pleas'd in thy converſe all the da 
he Life's ſand unheeded runs ; jo 


With thee I'd hail the riſing ray, 
And talk down ſammer's ſuns. 


Our loves congenial ſtill the ſame, 


w | With equal force ſhall ſhine, 
| | No cloy'd defires ſhall. damp the flame, 
ee, | Which friendſhip will refine. © © 


LOOKS CI wn 
Set by Mr. Hooke, 


* | H how vain is eV ry bleſling, 
I O How inſipid all our jo * . 
1 | Life how little worth poſſeſſing, 5 


But when Love its time employs 


n? \ Love the pureſt, nobleſt pleaſure, 
hay That the Gods on earth beſtow, 
Adding wealth to ev'ry treaſure, _ 
Taking pain from ev'ry woe, 


„oN d oc 
Sung in the Serenata Solomon. 
ELL me, lovely Shepherd, where 


"I 
Thou feed'ſt at noon thy fleecy care: 
Direct me to the ſweet retreat 


That guards thee from the mid-day heat ; 


uf * Leſt 


en ] 


Leſt by thy flocks I lonely ſtray, VT 3 | T 
Without a guide, and loſe my way: T 
Where reſt at noon thy bleating care, 
Gentle Shepherd, tell me where. | —_— - 
Sung by'Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall. * WH 
Set by Mr. Arne. 5 7 1 
P. dd meaner themes diſdaining, 7 A 
To the Lyriſt's call repair, f ff 
And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come, and. praile the Britiſh, * A 
Chiefs throughout the land victorious, C 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, A 


Were not gallant, were not glorious, 
Till commanded by the Fair. 
All the works of worth or merit, 
Which the ſons of art prepare, 
Have no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, 
| But as'borrow'd from the Fair. 
Reaſon is as weak as paſſion, © 
But if you for truth declare, 


Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
Favour'd by the Britiſh Fair. | 


SO N G CCII. 


Sang at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


T5 reaſon, ye fair ones, aſſert your pretence 
Nor hearken to language beneath common 


ſenſe : | | 
When Angels men call ye, and homage would pay, 
If you credit the tale, you're as faulty as ex. 
en 


-[. 203, ] | 
i | Ten thouſand gay ſcenes are preſented to view, 
a Ten thouſand oaths ſworn, but not one of them 

true 2 N61 Eng 
Such paſſions, O heed not, unleſs to deride, 
Leſt a victim you fall to an ill. grounded pride. 


Prefer ye the dictates of Virtue to found, 
True bleflings can ne'er without goodneſs be 
ound? Ei 
Leave Folly and Faſhions, miſguiders of youth, 
And itick to their oppolites, Freedom and Truth. 


© F.QN ,0 CCI... 
Sung by Miſt Radley, in the Padlock. 
CATS fooliſh, flutYring thing, 
W hither, ah! whither would you wing 
Your airy flight? '” 7 
Stay here and ſing, 
Your Mikreſs to delight. 
„ 9%, = ho Loma 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go. 
| here, you wanton, could you be 
Half ſo happy, as with me? 


_», 0 ET OO. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Bates. 
\ N FT AS Nanny but a rural Maid, 
| And I her only Swain, 
3 To tend her flocks in verdant mead, 
And on the verdant plain; 
Oh! how I'd pipe upon my reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Maid; 
While of all ſenſe of care we're freed, 
Beneath an oaken ſhade, 
When 


Knee „ e 


” EN . 
When lambkins under hedges bleat, 
And rain ſeems in the ſky, | 
Then to our oaken, ſafe retreat, 
We'd both together hie! 
There I'd repeat my vows of love | 
__ Unto my charming Fair, f 
' Whilſt her dear flutt'ring heart would prove 
A mind like mine, ſincere, ; 


Let others fancy courtly joys, 1 
I: d live in rural caſe; . ? 
Then Grandeur, Buſlle, Pride, and Noiſe I 
Could ne er my fancy pleaſe: 
In Nanny ev'ry joy combines, | Bi 
With Grace, and blooming Youth, 
. Sincerity and Virtue ſhines, * 
With Modeſty and Truth. 


S I. 
Rondeau. Sung by Mrs. Weichſel, at Vauxhall, 
i Cet y Mr. Brewſter. | | 
HEPHERD, ceaſe your foft complaining, | 
I've a heart that ſcorns diſdaining : f 
I no baſhful meanings want, e | 
All that Virtue aſks Ill grant; 
Down-caſt looks, and frequent fighing, 
Diſtant awe, and vows of dying, | L 
All are ſenſeleſs, Who'd believe : 
He would die, who ſtill may live? Y 


S O N G CCVII. | 
A ſavourite Song, ſung by Mi. Pinto, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Bach. | 
1 Virgins, ſhun deceivers, 
Who with baſe ſeducing arts, 
When they find you fond believers, 
Triumph ger urvguards.! hearts, 


all, 


hall. 
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If a fickle Swain purſue you, 
Ol beware his ſubtle wiles ; 
All his aim is to undo ye, 
Ruin lurks beneath his ſmiles. 


Let the Youth, whoſe conſtant paſſion 

' Scorns the meanneſs of deceit, 

Warm'd with mutual inclination, 
Render all your joys complete. 


, SON G CCVIII. 
Sung hy Mr. Shuter, in the Opera of Tom Jones. 
T E women attempted, ſome few years ago, 
Their Lovers to charm with a ſmall head 
But now in their noddles as bumpers they ſhew, 
As if the whole carcaſe was all head : 
This faſhion the Sex of/ admirers will rob, 
Their conqueſts they certainly puſh ill, 
In ſtriving to charm with a bolſter'd- out nob, 
As large as a Wincheſter buſhel: 
e 28 «0: NO OG 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in the Opera of Tom Jones. 
Jy EE T' Mercy is the lovelieſt flow'r J 1 
That Heav'n e'er planted in the mind, 
The. Queen of Virtue, whoſe: ſoft pow'r 
Can ev'n to Godhead raiſe mankind. 
Let Patriots, Kings, and Heroes boaft 
A name that will in hiſt'ry live; 
Yet he reſembles Heav'n themoſt, 
Whoſe god-like hoſom can forgive, 
EDN; 7 COE a 
Javourite Song in Lethe. Set by Dr. Arne, 
1 card invites, in-crowds we fly, 
To join the jovial rout full cry; 
What joy —from cares and plagues all day, 
To hie to the midnight Hark-away ! ! 


[ 106 ] 


Nos Want; 1 nor Pain, nor Grief, nor Care, 
Nor droniſh Huſbands enter there; ; 
The briſk, the bold, the young, the gay, 
All hie to the Midnight Hark-away. 
Uncounted ſtrikes the morning clock, 
And drowſy Watchmen idly knock; 
*Till day-light peeps we ſport and play, 
And roar to the jolly Hark-away. 


When tir'd with ſport, to hed we creep, 
And kill the tedious day with ſleep; _ 
To-morrow's welcome call obey, | 
And again to the Midnight $2 pe a 


„ DMG COX: 


Sung by Mr, Barnſhaw, at the Grotto Garden. 
The Words by Mr. Boyce. 


_— ſprightly horn awakes the morn, 
And bids the Hunter riſe ; | 
The op'ning hound returns the ſound, 
And echo fills the ſkies. 
See ruddy health, more dear than wealth, 
Oa yon blue mountain's brow ; 3 
The neighing ſteed invokes our ſpeed,  . 
And Reynard trembles now. ' 3 


In ancient days, as ſtory ſays, od 19 
The woods our fathers ſoughht, 
The ruſtic race adorn'd the chace, | 
And hunted as they fought. * 
Come let's away, make no delay, 
Enjoy the foreſt's charms, 
Then o'er the bowl expand the ſoul, 
And reſt i in Chloe's a arms. | 


$0NG 


8 
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S NGO Gel. 
Sung in Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne, 
HE woodlark whiſtles through the grove, 
Tuning the ſweeteſt notes of love | 
To pleaſe his female on the ſpray ; 
Perch'd by his fide; her litt;e breaſt 
Swells with a Lover's joy confeſt, 
To hear, and to reward the lay. 
Come then; my Fair-one, let us prove 
From their example how to love, 
For thee the early pipe I'll breathe; 
And when my flock return to fold, 
Their Shepherd to thy boſom hold, LS 
And crowh him with the nuptial wreath. 


S Ne. . 

favourite Duet in Solomon. Set by Dr. Boyce. 

HOU ſoft invader of the ſoul, þ 
Oh, Love, who ſhall thy pow'r controul ? 
To quench thy fires whole rivers drain, 
Thy burning heat ſhall till remain. 
In vin we trace the globe, to try 
If powerful gold thy joys can buy ; 
The treaſures of the world will prove 
Too poor a bribe to purchaſe Love. 


S O N,G CCXIV. 
Sung at Vauxhall. get by Mr. Smith. 
1 the conſcious groves I hie me, 
Where I late was blithe and gay ; 
Try to fancy Colin nigh me, | 
So to paſs the hours away. | 
But can ſcenes like thoſe delight me, 
When my Swain's no longer there t 
Hill, nor dale, nor ſtream invite me, 
Now no more they're worth my care. 


Come 


| [ 108} 
Come thyſelf, without delaying 
In thoſe ſhades I find no eaſe; © 
But with thee, whilſt fondly ſtraying, 
Ev'ry place is ſure to pleaſe. 


S O N G CCXV. 
A favourite Song for two Fuices. 
Set by Sig. Galli. 
HEN firſt I ſaw the graceful Maid, 
Ah! me, what meant my throbbing 
preaſt? 
Say, ſoft Confuſion, art thou Love ? 
f Love thou art, then farewell Reſt. 
With gentle ſmiles aſſwage the pain 
Thole gentle ſmiles did firſt create; 
And though you may not love again, 
In pity, ah! farbear to hate. 
8 ON G CCXVL. 
Sung by Miſs Cowper, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Bach. . 
WSI ULD you a female heart inſpire 
With tender paſſion, warm defire? 
Employ, employ each ſoothing art, 
The God of Love all force difdains : 
He only leads in pleaſing chains | 
The kind, conſenting heart. 


8 O Nag Wen. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Fiſher. 
YE Nymphs and ye Swains, who are youth- 
ul and gay, 
Pray tarry awhile, 1 attend to my lay; The 
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The ſtory may ſerve a few moments to kill, 

You may laugh, or may cry, or do juſt what you 
will, 


Young Ralph of the Vale courted Sue of the 
Green; | 

A lovelier Damſel ſure never was ſeen: 

But Suſan was coy, and us'd Ralph very ill, 

So he left her, and flew to young Pat of the Mill. 


Young Pat was a Beauty, but ſhe was a Prude, 

Whenever he kiſs'd her, ſhe vow'd he was rude; 

Diſpleas'd with her folly, he went to the Hill, 

Where _ lovely Bet, who thought kiſſing 
no ill. 


TheSwain he was handſome, the Laſs ſhe was kind, 


And Ralph found that Bet was the Girl to his 
mind: 


So he led her to church, then of Love took his fill, 
For wedded, Bet lets him do juſt what he will. 


Now Suſan and Pat ſigh alone in deſpair, 
Then learn, from their folly, this leſſon, ye Fair: 
When a Swain that is honeſt thinks Marriage no 


11 
Neer Light him, but wed, and do juſt what you 
Will, a 


S. O N G *CCKVIN. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Potter, 
1D Maid, fair Beauty's pride, 
Do not thus my bliſs deny; 
Ceaſe my tender love to chide, 
Why to cruel, Daphne, why ? 


K | __ Kindly 
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Kindly to my wiſh incline, p 
Why will Daphne faithleſs prove? Al 


Know, my foul is wholly thine, Te 


And my heart is form'd for Love. 
Why thus fight a faithful Swain, 


Who to love was ever true? Th 
Why thus give that boſom pain, 
Which ſo long hath ſigh'd for you? | 1 
S ON G CCXIX. | ] 
Sung by Signora Giordani. s ” 
| RECITATIVE. | It's 
OVELY virgins, in your prime, | 
Mark the filent flight of time ; = 
Fortune's gifts ſhou'd ſhe diſcloſe, 
Quickly chuſe what ihe beſtows; W 
Bloom and beauty ſoon decay, v 
Love and youth fly ſwift away. 5 
Als. 1 Ce 


Let not age thy bloom enſnare, 
You can find no pleaſure there : | 
Tranſient joys you'll ſeek in vain, | 
Joys that ne'er return again. 

ry minute then improve, 
Fleeting are thoſe joys of love; 
Wiſely think the young and gay 
But the tenants of a day. 


S O 'N @ TCXX. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. 
REciTAT1vE. h 
E hold the heav'ns, ho beauteous and ſerene! 
Now not a breeze diſturbs the placid air, 
And on the branch the leaf untrembling hangs, 
All nature now enjoys the happy calm; 2 


1111 
All but this throbbing boſom, doom'd no more 
To taſte repoſe, whillt abſent is the far 
Whole radiant eyes with boundleſs love inſpire, 


A1R. 
The morn-returning ray 
Each op'ning flow'ret chears, 
In purple luſtre gay 
It's head exulting rears: 
When night obſcures the ſky, 
It's tranfient glories dies. 


RECITATIVE, 
Thus Thyrſis was lamenting 
The abſence of his Fair, 
When Daphne ſtrait appear'd, 
Who baniſh'd all his care, 
And thus replied : 


Ceaſe, gentle ſwain, to pour 
Thy ſoft non eee 
See Daphne comes, 3 
To ſooth thy anxious fear, and ſhare thy pain: 
Thy ardent love ſhe hears; 
Thy love fincere with equal love repays. 


| Ax. 

The riſing blath, the dyiag fighs, 

ar ſecret paſſion prove, | 

While rapture, trembling, through my eyes, 
Betrays how much I love. 

Take whate'er of bliſs or joy, 

_ You fondly fancy mine: 

Whate'er of joy or bliſs I boaſt, 
Love renders wholly thine, 


K 2 


Wiik 
S ON U ©CXXL. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 
Set by Mr. Hook. | 
ELIEVE my ſighs, my tears, my Dear, 
| Believe the heart you've won; 
3 Believe my vows to you ſincere, 
; Or, Peggy, I'm undone. 
1 You ſay I'm falſe, and apt to change 
J At ev'ry face that's new : 
1 Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
| I neꝰ er lov'd one but you. 
| My heart was like a lump of ice, 
| Till warm'd by your bright eye, 
And then it kindled in a trice, 
A flame that ne'er can die. 
Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a heart that's true: 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I n&er lov'd one like you. 


4 

| S O . 

i Sung by Mrs. Weichſel, at Vauxhall, 

! | Set by Mr. Hook. 

| MP IDENS, let your Lovers-languiſh, 

If you'd have them conſtant prove; 

Doubts and fears, and ſighs and anguiſh, 
Are the chains that faſten love, 

Jockey woo'd, and I conſented, 
Soon as e'er I heard his tale: 

He with conqueſt quite contented, 
Boalting, rov'd around the vale, 

Now he doats on ſcornful Molly, 
Who rejects him with diſdain : 

Love's a ſtrange bewitching folly, 
Never pleas'd without ſome pain. 


— * 2 
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S O N G CCXXIIL 

Fung by Mrs. Baddeley, at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr. Dibdin. | 

"Fx: ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring, 
Invite the chearful birds to ſing; 
And, while they warble-on each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay: 


Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 


Like them improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 
Among the Birks of Endermay. 
For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear: 
At this thy living bloom will 415] 
As that will trip the verdant ſhade: 
Our talte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The foather's ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop and we decay, 
Adieu the Birks of Endermay. 
Behold the hills and vales around, 
With lowing herds and flocks abound; 
The wanton kids and friſking lam bs 
Gambol and dance about their dams; 
The buſy bee, with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice: | 
Let us, like them, thanks and play, 
About the Birks of -Endermay. 
 $: 0-6.  CCXXIV. 
GENTEEL DAMON. 
By the QUEEN. 

ENTEEL is my Damon, engaging his air, 
| His face, like the morn, is both ruddy and fair, 
Soſt love ſits enthron'd in the beam of his eyes, 
He's manly yet tender, he's fond and yet wiſe. 

DS Hes 
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J His preſence can always drive forrow away : 
1 No vanity ſways him, no folly is ſeen, 5 
| of But open his temper, and noble his mien. 


By virtue illumin'd his actions appear, 

4; His paſſions are ea!m, and his realon is clear: 
if An affable ſweetneſs attends on his ſpeech, 

| He's willing to learn, tho? he's able to teach. 


| He has promis'd to love me his word I'Il believe, 
Fot his heart 1s too honeſt to let him deceive; 

J Then blame me, ye fair ones, if juſtly ye can, 
fi Since the picture P've drawn is exactly the man, 


bi $ O N eee. 

1 The SYCAMORE SHADE. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, Set by Dr. Arne. 
ar day as I fat in the Sycamore ſhade, 


Young Damon came whiſtling along, 
I tiembled—T bluſh'd—a poor innocent maid ! 
And my heart caper'd up to my tongue. 
Silly heart, I cry'd, fie! What a flatter is here! 
Youngs Damon deſigns you no ill; 
The Stepherd's lo civil you've nothing to fear, 
Then p:'ythee, fond urchin, lie ſtill, 
©! Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet, 
One ki's he demanded—no more! 
But urg'4 the ſoft preſſure with ardour fo ſweet, 
could not begrudge him a ſcore. [found, 
My lambkins Pye kilsd, and no change ever 
Many times as we play'd on the hill: 8 


p * mn n 
— . , — 


Nor would the fond urchin lie ſill, 


He's ever good humour'd, he's gen'rous and gay, 


But Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop 


g When. 


has 
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When the ſun hlazes fierce, to the Sycamore ſhade 
For ſhelter, I'm ſure to repair; 

And, virgins, in faith Pm no longer afraid, 
Altho? the dear Shepherd be there. 

At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will ; {i 

There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the bultle it makes, 
Tl die ere I bid it lie ſtill. 


S ON. COLNNVT. 
A-CANTATA. 
Sung by Mrs, Pinto. Set by Dr. Arne. 


AIR. 
\ HY, Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in vain, 
My firm reſolves to move ? 
My heart, alas! may feel the pain, 
But ſcorns the guilt of love! 


REciTATIVE ACCOMPANIED, 
Perfidious, tov, like all the reſt, 
Is faithleſs Damon grown |! 
Ah! canſt thou ſeek to wound the breaſt, 
That pants for thee alone? 
AIR. | 
No! for a thought ſo meanly baſe, 
Unegrateful thou ſhalt find, 
The heart that could admire thy face, 
Can hate thee for thy mind. 


S O N . 


DIANA C N oA. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. Set by Dr. Arne. 
RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED.. 
Rom Latmos' mount, whence ſacred groves - 
depend | 
Dijang, and her virgin train deſcend 


- 
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And while the buſkin'd maids, with active care, 
The bus'neſs of the daily chace prepare, 


With joy the goddeſs views her ſhining throng, 
And thus exulting ſwells the jovial ſong. 


AL. 
Jolly hy ſprings aloft, at the loud ſounding 
orn, 
Unlock'd from ſoft Slumber's embrace; 
And Joy ſings an hymn to ſalute the ſweet morn, 
That ſmiles on the Nymphs of the Chace. 
The rage of fell Cupid no boſom prophanes, 
No rancour diſturbs our delight, { plains, 
All the day with freſh vigour we ſweep Ger the 
And ſleep with contentment all night. 


SO N G CCAXVIIL 
ADVICE vw ite LADIES. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 


E fair, be advis'd by a friend, 
Whoſe council proceeds from the heart, 
On beauty no longer depend, 
Or fly to the efforts of art; 
If a Shepherd you'd gain to your arms, 
Let virtue each action approve, 
Her charms the fond boſom alarms, 
And ſoftens the ſoul into love. 


To- day be not nice as a bride, 
To- morrow untimely ſevere; 
Let prudence and truth be your guide, 
Nor caprice nor folly appear: | 
Unleſs you thus.govern your mind, 
And banith deceit from your breaſt, 
Too ſoon by experience you'll find, 
Inconſtancy n&erican'be bleſt. 


Neglected 
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Neglected you'll wither and fade, 


Till beauty, by age, ſhall decay; 
Then' lonely retreat to the ſhade, 


Ong, And mourn the ſad hours away: 
How deſp'rate will then be your fate, 

How great your ſad loſs to deplore; 
ding Repentance, alas! is too late, 

When the power to charm is no more. 

S ON G CCXXIX. 
8 Sung by Mrs. Arne. Set'by Mr. Mich. Arne, 
5; H Y ſhould we of humble ſtate, 
ains, Vainly blame the pow'rs above, 
Or accuſe the will of fate, _ | 


4 yo Which allows us all to love? 
Love (impartial gentle boy) 
Deals his gifts as free as air, «© 
8. Love is all the Shepherd's joy, 
Love is all the Damſel's care. 


"ne. 
1% that charmer of the ſoul, 
. ope, in love ſhould ever live, 
, Could our years for ever roll, 


Love would bleſſings ever give: 
Youth, alas! too ſwiftly flies, 

Nor can Cupid bid him ſtay; 
Beauty like a Rado dies. 

Love has wings and will away. 


SO NG CCXXX. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne. Set by Mr. Mich, Arne. 


12 HE winter its deſolate train, | 
Of froſt and of tempeſt may bring, 


Yet Flora ſteps forward again, 
And Nature revives in the ſpring: T% 
0 


ected 


LIE — - 
Tho? the ſun of his glories decreas'd, 

Of his beams in the ev'ning is thorny 
Yer he riſes with joy in the eaſt, 

And repairs them again in the morn, 


Bur what can youth's ſunſhine recall, 
Or the bloſſoms of beauty reſtore ? 

When its leaves are beginning to fall, 
It dies, and is heard of no more: 

The ſpring time of love then employ, 

_ *Tis a leſſon that's eaſy to learn; 

For Cupid's a vagrant, a boy, 

And his ſeaſons will never return. 


SON G CCXXXI. 
From the Entertainment of the Fairy-Tale. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 


Inccve, daffodil, and roſe, 
Shall the fairy wreath compoſe ; 
Beauty, ſweetneſs, and delight, 
Crown our revels of 'the night. 
Lightly trip it o'er the green, 

W here the fairy ring is ſeen; 

So no ſtep of earthly tread, 

Shall offend our Lady's head. 


Virtne ſometimes droops her wing; 
Beauty's bee may loſe its ting ; 
Fairy land can both combine, 

- Roſes with the eglantine ; 
Lightly be your meaſures ſeen, * 
"ag foot it Oer the green, 
Nor a ſpectre's baleful head, 
Peep at our nocturnal tread. 


SONG 


1 
SONG CCXXXIL 
5 The YELLOW HAIR'D. LAD DIE. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne. Set by Mr. Mich. Arne, 


H April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer ap roaching rejoiceth the ſwain ; 
The Yellow Hair ii Laddie would oftentimes go, 
To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn 
trees grow; 

There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his love's ev'ning & morn: 
He ſung with ſo foft and enchanting a ſound, 

'That Sylvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The Shepherd thus ſaid, * Tho' young Molly be 


7 air, 
le. Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornſul proud air; 
Arne. But Suſy is handſome, and ſweetly can ſing, 


Her breath like the breeze gives perfumes to the 


Vo. pring ; | 
There's Jenny in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon 1s inconſtant, & never ſpeaks truth; 
But Suſy is faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs who ſprung from the ſea. 


My Lady's fine daughter with all her great dow'r, 

Is aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour; ; 
+ But Suſy, who knows neither riches nor ſcorn, 
} Is mild as the bluſhes that paint the new morn. 

Ah! friends, how delighted, how bleſt ſhould I 

be, f (agree; 

Would my Suſy but ſmile, and her parents 

What more could I with for? my Sul/'s the 

whole, , | 

The joy of my eyes, and the pride of my ſoul.” 


$ONG 
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| SON G CCXXXIII. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne. Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 


AY Laura, who once was a blithe happy 


maid, 


Now ſeeks the ſad grove, or retires to the ſhade ! 


By Strephon undone, - 
Sh ; 


e's now Jeſt alone, 


Yet loves the falſe ſwain who her peace has be- 


tray'd. 


'The nightingale thus, with a thorn in her breaſt, 
Complains when rude hands ſnatch her mate 


from the neſt; 
Tho? ſweer is the ſtrain, 
a She warbles in pain, ; 
'The loſs of her mate, is the loſs of her reſt. 


S ON G CCXXXIV. 
APASTORAL. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall Gardens. 


Set by Mr. Yates. 


| Fr ye green fields and ſweet groves, 
Where Phillis engag'd my fond heart; 
Where nightingales warble their loves, 
And Nature is dreſs'd without art: 
No pleaſure ye now can afford, 
Nor muſic can lull me to reſt; 
For Phillis proves falſe ro her word, 
And Strephon can never be bleſt. 
Oft. times, by the fide of a ſpring, 
Where roles and lilies appear, 
Gay Phillis of Strephon would ſing, 
For Strephon was all ſhe held dear: 


Za = VA.aPcaco 


Su 


Arne. 
happy 


ſhade! 


1as be- 


breaſt, 
r mate 


eſt. 


dens. 


OVes, 
dart; 


But 


Fear } | 
But as ſoon as ſhe found, by my eyes, 
The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, 
She then, to my grief and ſurprize, 
Prov'd all ſhe had ſaid was a jeſt. 


Too late, to.my ſorrow, I find, 
The beauties alone that will laſt, 
Are thoſe that are fix'd in the mind, 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt : 
Beware, then, beware how ye truſt 
Caquettes, who to love make pretence; 
For Phillis to me had been juſt, 5 
If Nature had bleſs'd her with ſenſe. 


8 © NG . CCAXXT. 
The MAID*'s ADVICE. 
Sung by Miſs Wearman, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Yates. | 
Jie would ye hope to pleaſe us, 
ou muſt ev'ry humour try; 
Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 
Sometimes laugh, and ſometimes cry. 


Soſt denials are but trials 
Of the heart we wiſh to gain; 
Tho' we're ſhy, and ſeem to fly, 
It you purſue, we fly in vain. 


Sd © NG | CCEAXXAVT. 
Sung by Mr. Gilſon, at Vauxhall, Set by Mr. Yates, 
E virgins, attend, | 
. Believe me your friend, 

And with prudence adhere to my plan; 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, ; 
"There goes an old maid, 

But get matried as faſt as you can. | 

L | Az 


E224 {| 

As ſoon as you find | 
Your hearts are inclin'd 24 
To beat quick at the fight of a man; An: 
Then chooſe out a youth He 
Ot honour and cruth, | Th 
And get married as ſaſt as you can. 2 
For age, like a cloud, Th 
Your charms ſoon will ſhroud, . He 

i} And this whimſical life's but a ſpan ; 
14 Then, Maids, make your hay, At 
| | 7 While Sol darts his ray, Fro 
11 And get married as faſt as you can. * 
The treacherous Rake | F 
I Will artfully take Te 
Ev'ry method poor girls to trepan; Eac 
But baffle their ſnare, ; G11 
Make Virtue your care, Th 
And get married as faſt as you can. 
And when Hymen's bands 
Have join'd both your hands, 7 
The bright flame {till continue to fan; i 
eer harbour the ſtings 

That Jealouſy brings; 
But be conſtant, and bleſt while yor ca. 8 
s O N G cœxxxvn. Ss 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. W. 
Set by Mr. Yates. | Che 


HEN Fanny to woman is growing apace, Yel 

I roſe · bud beginning to blow on her Mz 

ace ; - 

For Mamma's wiſe precepts ſhe cares not a jot, I fe 
Her heart youth for ſomething, but cannot tell 80 


No Au 


- 
* 


g apace, 
v On her 


t a jot, 
not tell 


ba No 


E 
No ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 
Than among the gay youths a tyrant ſhe reigns; 
And finding her beauty fuch power has got, 
Her heart pants for fomething, Cc. 


Though all day in ſplendor ſke flaunts it about, 
At court, park, and play, the ridotto, and rout 
Tho' flatter'd and envy'd, yet pines at her lot, 


Her heart pants for ſomething, &c. 


A touch of the hand, or a glance of the eye, 
From him ſhe likes beſt, makes her ready to die; 
Not knowing *tis Cupid his arrow has fhot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, &c, 
Ye Fair, take advice, and ve bleſt while ye may, 
Each look, word, and action, your wiſhes betray; 
Give eaſe to the heart by the conjugal knot, 
Though they pant e'er ſo much, you'll ſoon 
know tor what. 


l 


De SHEPHERDs ARTIFICE. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter. 


82 never poor Shepherd was tortur'd like me, 
From morning to night lehuld never be free; 
The charms of young Phillis ſo ran in my head, 
Jwiſh'd ſhe was mine, or IWiſh'd myſelf dead. 
Whenever I ſaw her and told her my cafe, 


She gave me a frown, or ſhe laugh'd in my face; 
Yer {ti}} I ador'd her, ard call'd her my Wife, 


My paſhon was hx'd, nor could end but with life, 


J found all the offers I made her of love 

Produc'd no effect, nor afte tion would move; 

So ſchem'd a contrivance her paſſion to try, 

And boldly reſolv'd, 5 to conquer, or die. 
2 


T was 
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"T'was ſpeced round the village I courted young 
rue, 
And Phillis had left her own ſchemes to purſue ; 


This anſwer'd my wiſhes, ſhe ſoon prov'd more 
kind, - [mind. 


And vow'd to be true, if I'd not change my 


I catch'd the occaſion, and ſent for a Prieſt, 

For fear ſhe ſhould alter, I thought it the beſt ; 
From hence learn, 33 be bleſt if you can, 
And never retuſe the ſincere honeſt man. 


S O N G CCXXXIX. 
The PETITION ANSWERED. 
4 An rA r. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Yates. 


 _ REC1ITATIVE ACCOMPANIED. 
F northward as the Dane extends his ſway, 
Where the ſun glances but a ſloping ray; 
Beneath the thicket of a ſhady grove, 
Cleonicus petition'd thus to Jove. 


K Ks | 
Where, Jove, ſhall I a fair one find, 
With cvery beauty grac'd, 
To pleaſe a fond, deſiring mind, 
And ſuit an am'rous taite ? 
| | RECCITATIVYE. | 
Indulgent Jove the Swain's petition heard, 
And thus, in ſtrains harmonious, anſwer made, 


1 
If you would with beauty meet, 
Love deſiring, ſparkling wit; 
To Britain's happy Iſle remove, 
+ The ſcat of Beauty and of Love, 
[ SONG 


5 
$ o Nigg cext. 


urſue; . Suns - by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mir. Arno) d. 

| more | Tow Phoebus ſhall peep on the freſh- Gudaing 
mind. flower, 

ge my Or blue. bells are robb'd of their dev; 

it Stop on, my Maria, while 1 deck the bow”, 
ed To make it more worthy of you. 

au can, There Roſes and Jaſmine each other ſhall greet, 


And mingle, to copy thy hue ; 
The lily to match with thy bolom ſo ſweet, 

Hose faint its reſemblance of you. 
. With ſweets of thy breath the hedge vi'let hall 
| But weakly, and pay it its due; ltrxie, 
The thorn ſhall be robb'd ot the Noe for thine 

Yet Nature paints nothing like you. [eye, 

The leaves of the Senfitive- plant mult declare, 
; ſway, The truth of my well-belov'd the ; {dare | 
ray; Whoſe hand if to touch it bold Shepherds ould 

Would fhrink from all others bur me. 


S. 0. NG .' CCXLE 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter. 
AST week, in the Grove, 
I met with my Love, 
Who haltily bid me be gone ; 
T aſk'd for a kiſs, 
She took it amiſs, 5 
4 ade Her anſwer was, Let me alone, 
, Fye, fye, Phillis, fye, 
What makes you fo ſhy, 
Janſwer'd, in paſſionate tone; 
But ſtill ſhe reply'd, 
18 5 You muſt a d, ; 
9 lcave me, and Let me alone. 
NG L 3 «] know 
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I know that you men, 
« Are falſe, nine in ten, 
& I never reflected till now; 
No longer purſue, 
% But ceaſe to ſubdue, 
cc You ſhall not deceive me, I vow.” 


I told her, for life 
I'd make her my wife, 
And ſwear to be true, o'er and oer; 
That Pd Virtue and Youth, 
Love, Honour, and Truth, 
And what could ſhe wiſh to have more ? 


If that's your intent, 
„ I give my conſent,” | 
She cry'd, ** To the Prieſt let's be gone.” 
J led her away, 
She's happy and gay, 
Nor longer cries, Let me atone. 


S ON G '(CCXLILI. 
Sung by Mr, Vernon. Set by Mr. Arnold. 


the ſky-lark awak'd to the ſweets of the 
morn, _ | _ [rhorn; 
From the bud of the roſe to the bloſſomin 
Through the coples, the meadows, the valleys 
| ſtray, | [ May. 
And all Nature looks warmly to welcome the 
All, all except Jane, the fair plague of my heart, 
Inſenſible ſhe, both to Nature and Art; 5 
In vain chaunt the warblers of ev'ry green ſpray, 
For each month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 


In vain of the ſofter ideas I preach, 
In vain would I leſſons of harmony teach: 


C my ] 


she heeds northrulh, linnet, nor nightingale's lay, 
For each month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 
In vain do the Shepherds & Milkmaids advance, 
In vain is the ſong, the pipe, tabor, and dance; 
In vain are the fields all enamePd and gay, 


bor each month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 


hat pity a gem of ſuch luſtre ſhould be 
Encruited by pride to ſo vile a degree; 

i)! Love, let ber feel what I ſuffer one day, 
Ere ſhe finds it too late for to welcome the May. 


S O N. G CCXLUL 
LOVE and WINE. A CAN TATA. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter. 
RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED. 

E gone, dull Care ! without delay, 

To gloomy Joins, haſte away. 


I R, 
Hither haſte, ye ſons of pleaſure, 
Joy here knows no Fun nor meaſure ; 
aniſh Care, and drowzy thinking, 
Now's the reign of Love and Drinking : 
Care and Sorrow's toil and trouble, 
And the world an empty bubble. 
 REciTATIVE. 
While thus the jolly God invites 
he neighb'ring Swains to his delights ; 
-upid receives the av ring throng, 
And as they nimbly haſte along, | 
Bacchus again I his ſong. 
1 R. 
Tis wine and women life employ, 
Wine and women are our joy; 
We're hither ſent to drink and love, 
Theſe are the bleflings from above, 


O NG 
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1 „ CEXLIY: 
11 Fung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Yates, I 
it fo days of yore, when on the plain, 
Queen Mab, with all ker fairy train, { 
1 In ſportive gambols took delight, Ir | 
1877 F By Cynthia's borrow'd filver light, "= 
1 It e' er out Grandames did amils, 6 
41 The puniſhment, ye Fair, was this: | mY 
141 Was Lady Mary ever known -Aq 
I To toy with Celadon alone? | 
108 Did Avarice her boſom 511 B, 
11 With paſſion ſtrong for dear quadrille? 5 
14 Or did her heart for dancing beat? = 
1178 Then bliſter'd were her hands and feet. oy 
of | If once tod ſmall her ruff ſhe wore, un 
1H! Her petticoat too ſhort before; 
lf Or T4 to catch the gazer's ſight, or 
14 She us'd the arts of red and white; a 
64 The little ſpiteful pigmy crew _ | 
1 Were ſure to pinch her black and blue, Pa 
if N But far more happy days we ſee; 50 
it The Britiſh dames of Sevinty-three T 
1 Are not afraid of rigid elves, | 1 
14 They know no guardians but themſelves; 
it! The tell- tale race at length ſubdu'd, | 
1 Hear me, nor think the leſſon rude: | 10 
my Since preſent times are juſt as bad, , 4 
| 4 And ev'ry one is Pleaſure mad; ee AG 
111 This methad I ſhould think the beſt, I 
Io keep a Fairy in your breaſt, : p 
| Who ne'er for trifles ſhould make war, 
| But when you chance to go too far. 
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$M £3; COXLY:; 
Sung by Mr, Vernon, Set by Mr. Potter, 
j. E T miſers hug their darling ſore, 
And kiſs each guinea o'er and o'er, 
'm richer with a ſhilling ; 
It brings me out to cheartul air, 
% meet my lovely, cruel fair, 
Oh! that ſhe was but w/lizg. 


i make her ſuch, I point to groves, 
Aa bid her mark the heart-ſick doves, 
How ſweetly they are billing ; 
Bit all in vain (as yet) my art, 
tr, oh! I feel acroſs my heart, 
Love's god his poiſon ſpilling. 
The ſtreams which flow like my ſad eye; 
Will leave, at laſt, their channels dry, 
Unleſs the ſprings are filling; 
Aud jofteſt rain, on hardeſt ſtone, 
VI wear (tho? drops fall one by one) 
* hole, by conſtant drillizg, 
Pac, oh | my ſprings will ne'er again 
e.vleniſh, bat with freſher pain, 
er trowns are ftill ſo killing; 
r will my tears her marble pierce, 
a 1 .ugh conſtant drops bedew my verſe, 
Is From eyes, like limbecks filling. 
N ung the ſong, it pleas'd her, too, 
. 1:20 Sue loves I, and I loves Sue, Wihet® 
: While neighbour's griſt was milling ; 
Dat all was vain, if you muſt know, 
5. | reſolved to let her go, 
Becauſe ſhe was not willing. 
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S O N G ccxLVI. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter. 
| Foe a wood-nymph in form, and Diana in 


mind, | 
To rural delights lovely Daphne inclin'd ; 
Sequeltred from man, from the gay and polite, 
Groves, fountains, & meadows could only invite: 
How ſtrange that a virgin ſo model'd for love, 
Should thus frown averſe, and its joys diſapprove, 
And voqu fie weouid never be married. 


When Sol drove his chariot through morn's gol- 


den gate, F 
Cr when clad in purple the ſun ſat in ſtate; 
With exegcile grac'd, the'd aſcend the tail hill, 
And looking a goddeſs trace Nature's valt {kill ; 
By innocence guarded, contented and free, 
Then homeward ſhe'd ſing, O how happy are we, 
That never, that never were married! 


But once as the charmer her pleaſure began, 
A ſatyr in mind, tho' in form was the man, 
Surpriz'd her alone and began to be rude, 
Till Strephon advanc'd, & the monſter ſubdu'd; 
Her guardian at leaſt muſt her gratitude move, 
And the ſaid by herſelf —(but the hint was from 
ove,) . 
Meth:nks, I could like to be married. 


Then Strephon, who lov'd the dear creature be- 

ü fare, (more? 
His paſſion avow'd. -- Could the ſhepherd do 
Yes he could—and he did—but what? you will 


faſtray. 


lay: 1 13 , 
Why he led her to church=and not led her 
If fs Now 
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Now friendſhip and love all their pleaſures pro- 


ong, >. 
She ſings like a wood-lark, and this 1s her ſong, 
I'm glad to my heart that Tm married. 


S8 N &  CCXEVIE 
Sung, by Mr. Vernon. Set by Dr. Arne. 
a ladies, who drive from the ſmoak of the 


town, 
So whimſical, frolic, and gay; 
Ye neat country laſſes, in clean linen gown, 
As blithe, and as pretty as they ; 
Here Faunus invites, Pleaſure's paths to explore, 
And Cn on his crutches, has limp'd from the 
oor. . 


Here Zephyr's light pinions waft odours around 
Selected from valley and hill: 

The god of the woodlands has hallow'd the 
And Health is a tenant at will: ground, 

No lily nor roſe in the foil need appear, 

So freſhly they bloom in the cheeks of the fair. 


Here Colin, thould Damon his province invade, 
Each obſtacle ſoon may remove; 
The clack of the mill and the bubbling caſcade, 
Will ſoften the tale of his love; [waiſt, 
Thus baſlling his rival, with arm round her 
The ed fences the dear fay'rite at laſt. 
How (ſweetly the Muſes in harmony join, 
To cheer the briſk lad and his laſs ; 
Now free-hearted topers exult in their wine, 
And kiſs the ſweet. lips of the glaſs : | 
Then baniſh exceſs, which alone can deſtroy, 
Theſe innocent pleaſures which Britons enjoy. 


SONG 


* 
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SONG CCXLVII. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, Set by Mr. Yates. 


o blithe and ſo bonny his air; 
met a young laſs who was going his way, 
Her face all ſo clouded with care: 


A” ockey was trudging the meadows ſo gzy, 
e 


He aſk'd her what made her ſo moping and ſac? | 


"T was pity if ſhe were in pain: 
She ſigh'd, I have loſt the verieſt beſt lad, 
And I never ſhall ſee him again!“ 


Is he gone to the wars for full many a year, 
—_— Jockey, who troubles you ſo? 
e 


ſe, where on earth he can never appear, 


Where you and I ſurely mult go? (ſhe; 


No, he's fled (ſhe reply'd} with another tor 
*© 'Tho? to me he was plighted for aye, | 
* Ofer the mountains he's gone with another 
from me 
“And thereforf I cannot be gay.” 


If that's all, quoth Jockey, your wailing give o'cr, 
He's a loon, who is not worth your pain; 
Let him go, fince he's chang'd, be you wretched 
no more | 


Nor think of a falſe-hearted ſwain: 


But take, if you will, for the Jad of your heart, 


Whom fortune has thrown in your way, 
FI] ſoothe all your grief, and I'll baniſh yorr 


Here Pm ready to do as I ſay. {ſmarr, 
Then he * her bright eyes, and he ſung het 
a ſon | 


Her face look'd no longer deſpair; 
He whiſper'd of love as they ſaunter'd along, 
And ſhe thought him a lad worth her care: 


She 


L 133] 
She ſmil'd and grew pleas'd,late a ſtranger to joy, 
And Jockey perceiving her kind, 


tes | 
More preſſing was grown, & the laſs was leſs coy, 
s ſo g2y, So — drove the falfe Loon from her mind. 
way, 5s ON G CCXLIX. 
nd ſad? } DELIA. A PasTORAL. 
ad, Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Dr. Arne, 
HE gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 
ar, 'F* Her gloſſy plumage laves ; 
. And ſailing down the ſilver tide, 
ear, Divides the Whiſp'ring waves: 
[ſhe, The filver tide that wand'ring flows, 
er for Sweet to the bird muſt be; 
| But not ſo ſweet, blithe Cupid knows, 
another As Delia is to me. | ? 
= A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 
| On yonder fruit-tree ſung ; 
ve Oer, And ſtill the pendent neſt the view'd, 
in; That held her callow ava; oþ | 
retched Though dear to her materna! heart, 
| The genial brood muſt be, = 
They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
heart, As Delia is to me. 
1 The roſes that my brow ſurround, 
h your Were natives of the dale; 
[imarr, Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 
ung hit Before their hue grew pale: 
* vital blood would thus be froze, 
f luckleſs torn from thee; 
one, For what the root is to the roſe, 


care : My Delia is to me. 
dhe 


M Tua 


Ip u — 


—— 2 2 


. 2 8 * pony; - 
< Leah, Dorf 6 — —— puny 1 
— 


»» 


v len ar Re ai egrrersot ns Mig i ads 144. £2 


— — 


x 

zi 
FOE 

: 

4 

y 

. 

q 

ö 

g 4 
| 4 


* e 2 222 
2 . 
ht EN ed 3 


[ 134 ] 
Two doves I found like new-fall'n ſnow, 
So white the beanteous pair ; 
The birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair: 
May they of our connubial love, 
A happy omen be; 


Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 
Shall Delia ſhare with-me. 


| 8 ON. el. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Arnold, 
B ſoft, ye winds, be calm ye ſkies, 


Ariſe, ye flow'ry race, ariſe; 
Ye filver dews, ye vernal ſhow'rs, 


Call forth a blooming waſte of flowers. 


'The fragrant roſe, a beauteous gueſt, 


Shall flouriſh on my fair one's breaſt, 


Shall grace her hand, or deck her hair, 
The flow'r moſt ſweet, the nymph moſt fair. 


S ON G. CCLI. 
a AIX. 
From the Oratorio of Iſrael in Babylon. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Handel. 
A* OUND the fair attending, 
To her ſubmiſſive bending; 


Our yielding hearts confeſs her ſway, 
All her ſuperior pow'r obey. 


8 O N. G _ CCLIL 
The SISTERS. 4 BALLA SPD. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Yates, 
OUNG Arabella, mamma's care, 


And ripe to be a bride, 
Had charms a monarch might enſnare, 


But beauty mix'd with pride, And 


nold, 


ye ſkies, 


AD. 
Y atCs, 


Aid 


[135] 


And till to blaſt that happineſs, 
Her pride each lover cooP'd ; 

The number of her ſlaves was leſs, 
And leſs the tyrant rul'd. 


Her ſiſter Charlotte, tho? not bleſs'd 
With beauty's potent ſpell, 
The virtues of the mind poſleſs'd, 


And bore away the belle: 
Knights, Earls, and Dukes, li 
Around the maiden flew; 


They preſs'd to tell ten thouſand lies, 
As men are apt to do. | 


Fo 


nd Celadon addreſs'd the fair, 


Relolv'd no time to loſe ; 

A youth with ſuch a ſhape and hair, 
What female could retuſe : 

Like all the reſt, he own'd his flame, 
His artleſs lame alone; : 

The bluſhing maid confeſsd the ſame, 
The Prieſt ſoon made them one. 


Poor Arabella, vex'd to find 
Her filter made a wife, 

Pretends to rail at all mankind, 
And praiſe a ſingle life. 


Ye 


virgins, Charlotte's plan purſue, 


Shun Arabella's fate; | | 
Accept the man that's worthy you, 
Before it is too late. | 


8 


S ON G CCL. 
The LAUGH. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Dr. Arne. © 


Ince pleaſure's in faſhion, and life but a 
In ſpite of a laugh with the 
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ke ſummer flies, 7 


- 


beſt; 
Let 
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Let the dull, who repute it a weakneſs to ſmile, 
Arraign my opinion, my morals revile, 

While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
TIl keep up the chorus of ha—ha—ha—ha. 


Determin'd to Jes o'er the bar of controul, 
No rivet ſhall cloſe up my freedom of ſoul ; 

If care or ill- nature ſhould come in my reach, 
And foaming with rage, like a Methodiſt preach, 
While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
PN trip up their heels, and cry ha—ha—ha—ha, 


To be happy, I'll laugh as the minutes advance, 
Mirth ! play thou the fiddle, I warrant Pl 
dance; 2 
on. ſweeter — — — 2 ag ha 
ucy, my -temper'd Lucy, be there; 
She knowing my boſom quite free from a flaw, 
Will join the ſweet tune of love's ha—ha—ha—ha, 


Tl laugh thro? the world in defiance of ſtrife, 
For laughter's an oil to the ſallad of life; 

PIl make Daddy Time, as he paſſes in haſte, 
Look over his ſhoulder, and long for a taſte ; 

Then friends, while your boſoms are free from a 


aw, 
Swell round the gay chorus of ha—ha—ha— ha. 


8 O NG ei. 


The INVITATION. 


Sung by Mrs, Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach: 
(22 ME, Colin, pride of rural ſwains, 


| O come and bleſs thy native plains; 
The daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud, 
The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


Come, 


PRROKIOA A AATR 


a—ha, 
trife, 
te, 

te ; 
trom 2 


la—ha. 


ach, 


ns, 
18; 


Come, 


Can] 


Come, Colin, haſte, O haſte away, 


Your {miles will make the village gay; 
When you return, the vernal breeze 
Will wake the buds, and fan the trees, 


Oh! come and ſee the violets ſpring, 
The meadows laugh, the linnets fing ; 
Your eyes our joyleſs hearts can cheer, 


O haſte! and make us happy here, 


8..0 . 
RONDEAU. 


Sung 1 Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Barthelemon. 
ENTLE Damon ceaſe to woo me, 


'Tis in vain you thus purſue me, 
Sighs and tears cannot ſubdue me, 

Nor can change my conſtant heart, 
Young Philander's gen'rous paſſion, - 
Taught me firſt ſoft inclination, 
Never ſhall your ſly perſuaſion, - 

Make me act a treach'rous part, 
Gentle Damon, &c. 


Ceaſe, O ceaſe, then, this complaining, 


Such perfidious arts diſdaining, 


Let bright honour once more reigning, - 


To your ſoul its rays impart, 
Gentle Damon, Se. 


S ON G © CCLVL 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Potter. 


WW EY, Colin, muſt your Laura mourn, - 
Or longer wait your wiſh'd return? 


with thee, 


O quickly come, and _ 
Glad joy to all, but _ or me, 
| 3 


Na 


[ 138 ] 


No more the tenants of the grove, 
In concert tune their tales of love, 
And Nature ceaſes to be gay, 
Whene'er my Shepherd keeps away. 


No longer fly the peaceful ſhade, 
But haſte to meet your conſtant maid ; 
O quickly come, and bring with thee, 
Glad joy to all, but love tor me. 


SONGS CCLVII. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach. 


it Af! Why ſhould love with tyrant ſway, 
Oppreſs each youthful heart ? 
| Muſt all his rigid laws obey 
Th And feel his pointed dart ? 
ö On reaſon's aid in vain we call, 
To break the ſlaviſi chain; 
| The potent God diſdains it all, 
wil And triumphs in our pain. 
1 8s ON G CCLVIEL. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach. 
Baie: vou may diſcover, 
hat ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; 
Eyes can ſpeak and tell the lover, 
What the tongue mult not impart. 
Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing, : 
Thongs your breaſt may diſapprove, 


But tis hard and paſt concealing 
When we truly, fondly love. ; 
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S ON G CCLIX. 
SUMME R. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Potter. 


| N OW gay Summer's ripen'd bloom, 
| Frolicks where the Winter frown'd, 
Stretch'd upon the banks of Broom, 
We command the proſper round, / 
Nature in the proſpect yields, 
Humble dales, and mountains bold ; 
Meadows, woodlands, heaths, and helds, 
ach, Yellow'd o'er with waving gold. 


ſway, Linnets on the crouded ſprays, 
| Chorus, and the woodlarks riſe, 
Soaring with a ſong of praiſe, 
Till their warblings reach the ſkies ; 
Painted gardens, grots, and groves, 
Intermingling ſhade with light, 
Lengthen'd viſtas, green alcoves, 
Join to give the ſoul delight. 


8. O. NG CCLX. 


RON DEA U. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach. 


art x CRUEL Strephon will you leave me? 
122 8 Will you prove yourſelf forſworn ? 
Can, ah! can you thus deceive me; 

Can you treat my love with ſcorn ? 


O behold your Chloe pleading, 
Turn and ſee your onee-lov'd maid; 
Let ſoft pity interceding, 
Eaſe a heart your vows betray'd, 
Cruel Strephon, Cc. | 


[140 
Muſt I hopeleſs pine and languiſh, 
Frenzy ſeize my tortur'd brain 
See, he triumphs in my anguiſh, 
See, he glories in my pain! 
Cruel Strephon, Cc. 
SON. G Cel. 


ODE. 7 CHEARFULNESS. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, ant Mrs. Arne. 


| REC1ITATIVE. 
OME Chearfulneſs! triumphant fair! 
Shine thro” the painful cloud of Care! 


2 


VU £:T. 

O ſweet of language! mild of mien! 
O virtue's friend ! and pleaſure's queen! 

Duer. 
. Fair guardian of domeſtie life, 
MH Belt baniſher of home-bred ſtrife, 
Nor ſullen lip, nor taunting eye, 
Deform the ſcene when thou art by. 


 ReciTtTaTIVE ACCOMPANIED. 
No fick'ning huſband blames the hour, 
That bound his joy to female power; 
No pining mother. weeps the cares, 
That parents waſte on hopeleſs heirs : 
Th' officious daughters pleas'd attend, 
The brother riſes to the friend. 

| DvuEr. | 

By thee thei- board with flow'rs is crown'd, 
By thee with ſongs their walks reſpund z 
By thee their ſprightly mornings ſhine, 
And ev'ning hours in peace decline. 

| CHUHORYS, 


=> tt; e D. I egg ng 


[ 14x ] 


CHoRUs. 


Attend, and grace our gen'rous toils, 
With all thy garlands, all thy ſmiles, 


Ss. O CCENI -- 
OD 8. 7 PLEASURE. 


Set by Mr. Bach. 
CHoORvwU'Ss, 
ILVER-veſted, bright and gay, 
PLEASURE keeps her holiday. 


Al R. Mrs. Arne, 
Smiling mirth, and roſy joy, 
Youthful love, appearing coy, 
oin'd with frolick indiſereet, 
arm her train, with dancing feet. 
CHoORVU.s. 

Hark! *tis Pleaſures voice invites 
Nymphs and ſwains to ſweet delights, 
AIR. Mrs. Weichſel. 

See, in yonder roſy bowers, 


Half reclin'd in beds of flowers, 
Such a nymph as might inſpire 


Hoary age with ſoſt deſire. 


| CHORUS. 

Hark ! *tis Pleaſure's voice invites 
Nymphs and ſwains to ſweet delights. 
Ali R. Mrs. Pinto. 

Round the table, bold and free, 

View the Topers, full of glee; 

8 and laughter there abound, 
ow the merry glaſs gces round, 


CuorwUus, 


4 POO, "JO OO "A. OI 0" OE Oe „eren 
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. Cnorvs. 
Hark! 'tis Pleaſure's voice invites 
Nymphs and ſwains to ſweet delights. 


Als. My. Vernon. 
See the bumper, ſparkling bright, 
Urges on the ſweet delight, 
None can, ſure, ſuch joys refrain, 
Which give mirth, and cure each pain. 
h CHORUS. 
Hark! 'tis Pleaſure's voice invites 
Nymphs and ſwains to ſweet delights, 


SONG CCLXIIL. 


Ove M SUMMER. 
| Set by Mr. Bach. 


CHORUS: | 
OUND the merry pipe and drum, 
| Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 

Summer ſmiles in rich array, 

All is happy, all 1s gay ; 

As the cheerful] ſun goes down 

Let ſweet Mirth your labours crown. 

Sound the merry pipe and drum, 

Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come, 


A1Rr. Mrs. Weichſel, 
See, ſee around, from ey'ry-place, 
What charms the verdant valleys grace, 
While fleecy flacks in conſort rove, 
And bleat X 5 tender tales of love. 

CHORUS, 

Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 


Ar. 


[ 143 ] 
AIR. Mr. Vernon. 


Here roſy Mirth, and Bacchus gay, 
its. Attend your ſmiling joys to crown; 
While, Moderation leads the way, 
Such revelry to few is known. 


CHORUS. 


2 Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
un. Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 


AIR. Mrs. Arne. 
The joys we taſte to few are known, 
Content and health our labours crown ; 
No jealous fears our boſoms move, 
For conſtant each we truly love. 


CHORUS, 


Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 


ly AIR. Mrs. Pinto. 


& Here melting Muſic love inſpires, 
Here Peace rewards the mid-day toil ; 
But far from hence are looſe deſires, 
Here Innocence and Virtue ſmile. 


Full. CuoRkVvs. 


Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 
Summer ſmiles in rich array, 
Nt All is happy, all is gay; 
Os As the cheerful ſun goes down 

a Let ſweet Mirth your labours crown. 
Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 
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S O N G CCLXIV. 
Sung by Mrs, Lampe, at Marybone-Gardens, 
The Words by Mr. S. Boyce. Set by Mr. Cha. Lampe. 


W NG Colin ſeeks my heart to move, 
And ſighs, and talks ſo much of love, 
(He'll hang or drown, I fear it,) 


Of pangs, and wounds, and pointed darts, 


Of Cupid's bow, and bleeding hearts, 
I vaw I cannot bear it, 


He ſays I'm pretty—mighty well; 


And witty roo—that's better ſtill ; 

And ſenfible, I ſwear it: : 
But words, you know, are nought but wind ; 
Unleſs he'l freely tell his mind, 

I vow I cannot bear it, 8 8 
The ſhepherd dances blythe and gay, 
And ſweetly on his pipe can play; 

I own I like to hear it: 

But dawncaſt looks, and hums and. haws, 
So badly plead a lover's cauſe, 

I vow I cannot bear it. 

] wiſh ſome friendly nymph or ſwain 
Would bid the baſhful boy ſpeak plain, 
(I wonder he ſhould fear it) 


T'd then take courage, like my ſex, 


The honeſt youth no more to vex, 
But wed him, I declare it. 


SiO N 6  CCLXY. t 
Sung by Mrs. Lampe, at Marybone-Gardens, 
Set by Mr. Charles Lampe. 
OME then, come, ye ſportive ſwains; 
Hither, jocund N advance; 
O'er the ſmooth enamel'd green 


Lead along the ruſtic dance. Come, 


2 


— 


zardens, 


vains; 
ce; 


Come, 


[us] 
Come, your grateful tributes pay, 
Hail the roſy morn of May. 
Naw again the riſing year . 
Calls us forth to mirth and joy; 
Pining Grief, nor ſordid Care, 
Shall our feſtive rights annoy. 
Swell, then, {well the chearful lay, 
Hail the roly morn of May. 


$0 08 CCL . 
The SEASON HT LOVE. 
Sung by Mrs. Lampe, at Marybon-Gardengs, and 
by Mr. Dearle, at the Grotto-Garden. 
Set by Mr. Lampe. | 
PAGHE Sol is return'd, the winter is oer, 
His all-Cheering beams do nature reſtore ; 


The cowſlip and daiſy, the vi'let and roſe, 


Each gardens each orchard, does fragrance diſ- 
cloſe; | 

The birds chearful notes are heard in each grove, 

All nature confeſſes the Seaſon of Love. 

The Nymphs and the Shepherds come tripping. . 

amain, 

All haſten to join in the ſports of the plain ; 

Our rural diverſions are free from all guile, 

The face that is honeſt ſecurely can ſmile ; 

The heart that's ſincere in affection may prove 

All nature's force ſheweth the Seaſon of Love. 

O come then, Philander, with Sylvia away, 

Our friends that expect us accule our delay; 

Let's haſte to the village, the ſports to begin; 

TIl ſtrive, for my Shepherd the garland to win, 

Dut fee his approach, whom my heart does ap- 


prove, 
Who makes ev'ry hour the Seaſon of Love. 
N BE, 
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Ss <0: r 


1 Sung by Mr. Beard, in Comus. 


OW Pheœbus ſinketh in the weſt, 

elcome ſong, and welcome jeſt; 
Midnight ſhouts and revelry, * 
Tipſy dance, and jollity : 


10 Braid your locks with roſy twine, 


Dropping odours, dropping wine; 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 
Rigour now is gone to bed, 

And Advice with ſcrup'lous head; 


1. Strict Age, and ſour Severity, 
1 With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie, 


1 Wich their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 
G M . 


' Song in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne, 

BY dimpled brook and fountain brim, _ 
The wood-nymphe, deck'd with daiſies trim, 

Their merry (merry} wakes and paſtimes keep; 

What has night to do with fleep ? | 
; Night has better ſweets to prove, 
| Veaus now wakes and wakens love 
Come; let us our rites begin, 
Tis only day-light that makes fin. 


+0 0 EEK. ; 
Du rro. Sung in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


F ROM tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, * 
; We follow ſweet variety; | 
By turns we drink, and dance, and fing, 


Why 


Time for ever on the wing, 


GH 


jeſt; 


| 
ies trim, 
s keep; 
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Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial ſoul ? 
No dull tinting hour we own, 
Pleaſure counts our time alone. 


s O N G  CCLXX. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Comus. 
B* the gaily-circling glaſs 


We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 
By the hollow caſk are told 
How the waning night grows old, 
How the waning night grows old: 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play: 
What have we with day to do? 
Sons of Care, *twas made for you; 
Sons of Care, *twas made for you. 


SON G CCLXXE 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


F ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can 
give; | 
The bow]'s frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in return, yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain; 

Pow'r and fe inſipid, and riches a pain: 

The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave ; 

Love and Wine give, ye gods, or take back what 
ye gave. 


La SONG 


[ 148 ] 
S ON G ceLXXI. 


11:1. Sung in Comus. ; 
11 AME's an echo, prattling double, 
10 | I.. An empty, airy, glitt'ring bubble; 

A breath can ſwell, a breath can fink it ; 

1 The wiſe not worth their kee ing think it: 

1441 Why, then, why ſuch toil apl. 
110 Fame's uncertain ſmiles to gain? 
WE Like her ſiſter, Fortune, blind, 
1 To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, | 
111 And the worſt her favour find. 


i 8 O N 'G © COEXXIMT: 
1104 


* 
— 


i! Sung by Mrs. Pinto, Miſs Poitier, and Mr. 
1100 i Beard, in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne, 
110000 IVE and love, enjoy the fair: 

140 Baniſh ſorrow, baniſh care; 

| FIR Mind not what old dotards fay, 

| \j Age has had his ſhare of play; 

But youth's ſport begins to-day. 

From the fruits of ſweet delight 

; Let no ſcare- crow virtue fright ; 

Here, in pleaſure's vineyards, we | 


— 


— 


nd 
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Rove, like birds, from tree to tree, 
Careleſs, airy, gay, and free. 


. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Comus. 
MME, come, bid adieu to fear, 
Love and harmony live here: 
No domeſtic jealous jars, 
Buzzing Nlanders, wordy wars, 
In my preſence will appear : 
Love and harmony reign here. 


Sighs 


Sighs 


[ 149] 
Sighs to am'rous ſighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, boſoms burning, 
Boſoms with warm wiſhes panting, | 
Words to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes wanting, 
Are the only tumults here, 
All the woes you need to fear: 
Love and harmony reign here. 


S ON G CCLXXV. 
Sung by Miſs Poitier, in Comus. 
OR on beds of fading flow'rs, 50 
Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride, 
Nor with ſwains in ſyren bow'rs, 
Will true pleaſure long reſide: 
On awful Virtue's hill ſublime 
Enthroned fits th* immortal fair; £ 
Who wins her height mult patient climb ; 
The ſteps are peril, toil, and care: 
So, from the firſt, did Jove ordain 
Eternal bliſs for tranſient pain. 


S ON G CCLXXVI. 

On the MARRIAGE ACT. 

HE fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride; 

For 2 like fig-leaves, their nakedneſs 

ide: 

The ſlave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his life, 

In a bachelor's bed, without miſtreſs or wife. 

In good days of yore they neertroubled their heads 

In ſettling of jointures, or making of deeds; 

But Adam and Eve, when they firſt enter'd courſe, 

Een took one another, for better, for worſe. 

Then pr'ythee, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be great; 

Let love be thy jointure ; neer mind an eſtate: 

You can never be poor, who have all thoſe charms; 

And I ſhall be rich, when Pve you in 1 arms. 
N 3 ON G 


bo, 
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8s ON G CCLXXVI.. By n 

; Set by Mr. Howard. The 

A” ſetting day and riſfiog morn, on on 

With ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee, Ty 
Pll aſk of heav'n thy ſaſe return, 5 Th 

With ail that can improve thee. | = 


P11 viſit oft the birken buſh, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round chou didſt infold me. 


To all our haunts thou didf repair, 
By green-wood, ſhaw, or fountain ; 
Or where the ſummer's day I'd ſhare 
Wich you upon yon mountain: . 
There will I tell the trees and flow'rs, 
With thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By vaws you're mine, my love is yours, 
My heart, which cannot wander. 


SON G CCLXXVIN. 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at VauxhalP. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


Give me that ſocial delight, | 
Which none but true Lovers receive, 
When Luna bedecks the ſtill night, | 
whe glances her ſmiles on the eve ; 
an to the fair meadows we go, 

Where peace and contentment retire ; 
O down the ſmooth current we row 

In time with the flutes and the lyze, 


F 1 It 


1 
By nature theſe pictures are drawn, _ 
How ſweet is each landſcape diſpos'd l 
The proſpect extends to the lawn, 

Or by the tall beeches is clos'd. 

Come, Strephon, attend to the ſcene, 
The clouds are all vanith'd above; 


The objects around are ſerene, 
As model'd to muſie and love. 


SON G CCLXXIX. 
Tie MODEST. QUESTION. 
(C48 love be controuPd by advice, 
Can madneſs and reaſon agree ? 
O Molly! whio'd ever be wife, 
If madneſs is * of thee? 
Let ſages pretend to deſpiſe © 
The joys they want ſpirits to taſte ; 
Let me ſeize old Time as he flies, a 
And the bleſſings of life while they laſt. 
Dull wiſdom hut adds to our care 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy; 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey hairs, 
Too late may repent being co: 
Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay, 
Till our beſt blood begins to run cold? 
Our youth we can, have but to-day ; 
We may always find time to grow old, 
S ON G CCLXXX, 
Set by Mr. Weldon. 
19 ambition. fire thy mind; 
Thou'wert born ver men to reign, 
Not to follow flocks deſign'd: 
Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain 
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Crowns I'll throw beneath thy feet; 
Thou on necks of kings ſhalt tread ; 
83 joys ſhall meet, | 
hich way eer thy fancy's led. 
Let not toils of empire fright ; 
Toils of empire pleaſures are; 
Thou ſhalt only know delight; 
All the joy, but not the care. 
Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the prize 
For the bleſſings I beſtow, 
Joyful I'll aſcend the ſkies, 
appy thou ſhalt reign below. 


S O N. G CCLXXXI, 
A Favourite Two-Part Song. 
Set by Mr. Travers. The Wards by Matt. Prior. 
me Bibo thought fit from the world 
to retreat, 

As full of Champagne as an egg's full of meat, 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 
- He wou'd be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 
« Trim the boat and fit quiet!” ſtern Charon 

reply'd ; | {you dy'd.” 
« You may have forgot-you were drunk when 


8 G. N U Cet. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


OME, Roſalind, oh, come and ſee 
What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee; 
The flow'rs in all their ſweets appear, 
The fields their gayeſt beauties wear, 
The fields their gayeſt beauties wear, Th 

; l l 0 @ 
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The joyful birds, in ev'ry grove, 
Now warble out their ſongs of love, 
Now warble out their ſongs of love; 
For thee they fing, and roles bloom, 
And Colin thee invites to come, 
And Colin thee invites to come. 


Come, Roſalind, and Colin join ; 

My tender flocks and all are thine: 
It love and Roſalind be near, 

is May and Pleaſure all the year, 
"Tis May and Pleaſure all the year. 


Come, ſee a cottage and a ſwain: | 
Can't thou my love or gilts diſdain ? R 
Can'ſt thou my love or gifts diſdain ? 
Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 

Mor. For Colin calls, then haſte away, 

For Colin calls, then haſte away. 


vorld 

eat, S ON G CCLXXXIE. 

2. Set by Dr. Arne. 

Aaron EH OLD the ſweet flowers around, 
yd.” With all the bright beauties they wear 3 | 
vhen Yet none on the plains can be found, | 


So lovely, ſo lovely, as Celia is fair, 
So lovely as Celia is fair. 
Ye warblers, come raiſe your ſweet throats, . 
No longer in ſilence remain, 
No longer in ſilence remain, 
; Oh! lend a fond lover your notes, 
To ſoften, to ſoften my Celia's diſdain ? 
To ſoften my Celia's diſdain. 


The | Oft | 
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Oſt times in yon flowery vale . 
I breathe my complaints in a ſong, 
Fair Flora attends the ſad tale, 


And ſweetens, and ſweetens the borders along, 


And ſweetens the borders along. 


But Celia, whoſe breath might perfume 
The boſom of Flora in May, 
The boſom of Flora in May, 

Still frowning, pronounces my doom, 
Regardleſs, regardleſs of all I can ſay, 
Regardleſs of all I can ſay. 


S O N G CCLXXXIV. 
ARNO's VALE. 


W HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his ſilver ſtream, 


How briſk the nymphs, the ſwains how gay! 


Content inſpir'd each rural lay : 
The birds in livelier concert ſung, 
The grapes in thicker cluſters hung; 
All look'd as joy could never fail 
Among the ſweets of Arno's Vale. 


ut fince the good Palemon dy'd, 

The chief of ſhepherds, and their pride, 
Now Arno's ſons muſt all give place 

To northern men, an Iron race: 

The taſte of pleaſure now is o'er ; 

Thy notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail; 
Adieu the ſweets of Arno's Vale! 


SONG 


, 
1 


Su 


Ti 


1 
S8 ON G CCLXXXV, 
Sung in, As Vou Like It. | 
along, LOW, blow, thou winter's wind! 
e B Thou art not ſo unkind, . 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
As man's ingratitude: 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Altho' thy breath be rude, 
Altho' thy breath be rude. 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky ; 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 
As benefits forgot : 
Tho' thou the waters warp, 
'Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp, 
Tho' thou the waters warp, 
Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp, 
As friends remember'd not, 
As friends remember'd not. 


SON G CCLXXXVI. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybon-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Lampe. 

HE Sun, like any bridegroom gay, 
Roſe to ſalute the ſpring ; 

The flow'rets hail'd the birth of May, 
And birds began to ſing, | 

When Damon tript it o'er the plain, 
Dear Chloe's heart to win; 

But at the window tapt in vain, 
She would not let him in. 


NG 


Beſide 
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Beſide the manſions where the great, 
- From gloriovs feats retir'd, , | WW. 
The Druids us'd to celebrate 
The virtues they admir'd ; 


Love whiſper'd then in Damon's ear, 8 
And bade his ſong begin; | | 

And thus he ſung, to pleaſe the fair, Shepl 

In hopes ſhe'd let him in. Al 

So ſweet his ſong, the maiden roſe, I's 

In rural plain attire; Sbep. 

And like the genial ſeaſon glows 8 If yo 


With thrilling ſoft defire: | 
But, angry like, by love cantrouPd, 
Cry'd, ſhepherd, why this din ? A be 
Why wake me thus? I've often told 
I ne' er would let you in. 


| The fair one in his arms he preſt, W 

1 And kils'd her o'er and o'er; 

1 And who with honour-in his breaſt, 
Could then have thought on more ? 

To church he led her, in her prime, 
For pleaſure void of fin ; A 

And now ſhe hails the happy time Oc 
When fri ſhe let him in. 


SONG -CCLXXXVII. 


The SHEPHERD and SHEPHERDESS. bes 
A CANTATA. The 


Set by Mr. Battiſhill. Sung by My. Prentice and Anc 
Mi Brown, at Sadler's- Wells. - | 


Shepherd. .  ReciTrarive. She} 
Fit morning's freſhneſs calls me forth, Ma! 


To view creation erown the earth. Ml th 
= AIR. 
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AIR. 

Come, my Lucy, come away, 
Share with me this ſun-ſhine day; 
Sweets of May make Nature gay, 
Come, my Lucy, come away. 


Shepberdeſs. REciTaTive. 
Ah! help me, ſhepherd, do but ſee, 
I'm ſtung this moment by a bee. 


Shepherd. AY i; | 
If you from a wound that's ſo ſmall feel a pain, 
Then think what you give to a true-loving wain, 8 
When ſcornful you fly from his pray'rs: 
A bee's fingle ſting but a little while ſmarts, 
But er for years feſter in fond ſhepherds 
| eutrts}* -Þ 
When laſſes will give themſelves airs. 


 - Shepberdeſs. 1 2 
Ah! ſhepherd, ah { ſhepherd, mankind, like 
.the Dee... -... -- 5 | 

Fly buzzing about ev'ry beauty they ſee ; 

And when the belicving ſool'd maid, 
Tae their arts, feels the force of love's 

ing ; 

At once, like the bee, the ſhepherd takes wing, 

And, laughing, he leaves her betray'd. | 


Sbepberd. REee1TATIVE. 

Then fix me at once for the reſt of my life, 

And from Naa and laſs, let us be man and 

| wite, 

Shepherdeſs. A-1 R, ES. 

Maids well ſhould beware ere to that they conſent, 

Thoſe in haſte to be my at leiſure 1 | 
1 75 2. e 


% 
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We ſhould look ere we leap, tis a lottery for life, 
| Where the blanks ate all drawn by a man and 


his wife. 
Shepberd. 
Thoſe who wed for mere wealth ſuch misfor. 
tunes may prove, [love; 


But we buy wedlock's tickets with true love for 
And ſince triendſhip's the prize in the lott'ry for 
life, {man and wife, 
We ſhall ſtand the beſt chance when we're made 
Shepheraeſs. 
Shall I liberty leave, and ſubmit to be rul'd ; 
To my children a ſlave, by my huſband be fool'd ? 
The day ep in trouble, the night waſte in 
rife 
This is often the change from a maid to a wife. 
| Shepherd. | | 
We a wife take, tis ſaid, &er for better for wore; 
Marriage, therefore, is either a bleſſing or curſe ; 
Let us ſhew, by example, the bleflings of life 
Can only be found in a man and his wife. 
8 a 
Rut ſee the ſun ſetting, the clouds ſkirt? with gold, 
And nibbling flocks riſing, repair to their fold; 
Let us homeward repair ——— 
| Both. x 
And end further ſtriſe, 
And to-morrow, my dear, we'll be made man 
and wife. TIS 
SON G CCLXXXVII.. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, at Ranelagh. 
| Set by Mr. Goodwin. 
K vant his paſhon in filence, the youth would 
conceal, | {reveal,. 
What his tongue would not utter his eyes ſtill 
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And by ſoft ſtolen glances unwilling!y prove, 
That they are the tell-tales of Celadon's love. 


To the 72 or the green, to the dance or the 
alr, - 82 ö oy 

Wherever I go, my blithe ſhepherd is there 

I know the un youth by his bluſh and his 
{mile, | | 4 

And ſurely ſuch looks were not make to beguile. 

Tho? indiffrent the ſubject, whatever it prove, 

He inſenſibly turns the diſcourſe upon love; 

If he talks to another, with pleaſure J ſee, 

Though his words are to her, yet his looks are 
to me. 


When he ſpeaks, if alone, I am ever in fear | 
He ſhould ſay what I dread, and yet wiſh moſt - 
to hear: would deny, 
Should he mention his love, thoügh my pride 
My heart whiſpers, Celia, tond Celia, comply. 


SON G CCLXXXIX. 
Sung by Mr. Gilſon, at Vauxhall. 


E belles and beaux, attend my ſong, 
PII tell you ſomething new: 

Perhaps you'll ſmile, and think me wrong; 
Though ſtrange, you'll find it true. 
In days of yore, hiſtorians ſay, 

Twas wiſdom bore the prize; 
But modern times have chang'd the lay, 

*Tis folly to be wiſe. 


Let no grave Cynie take offence, 
And think me too unkind ; 
Om of PRO 9 
paſſions make us blin 
| Oz Obſerve, 
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Obſerve, at church, the learned prieſt, 
He bids you temp'rance prize; 

Yet o'er his bottle, at a fealt, 
"Tis folly to be wile, | 

No more thoſe multy rules purſue, 
Once taught in heathen {chools ; 
elieve me (for I tell you true) 
The ancients were but fools. 


As through litc's ftream we glide along, 
We diff rent paſſions prize; 

But be the burden vf my ſong, 
*Tis folly to be wile. 


& O N © _CCEXQL 
che HAPPY SHEPHERD. 


Sung by Mr. Fawcett, at Ranelagh. 


WH Phillis P11 trip o'er the mcads, 
And haſten away to the plain, 
Where ſhepherds attend with their reeds, 
To welcome my love and het twain ; 
The lark is exalted in air, 
The linnet ſings perch'd on the ſpray; 
Our lambs ſtand in need of our care, 
Then let us not lengthen delay. 


What pleaſures I feel with my dear, 
W hile gameſome young lambs aze at ſport, 
Exceed the delights of a peer, | 
That ſhines with ſuch grandeur at court: 
When Colin and Strephon go by, ; 
They form a ditguiſe for a while; 
They ice how Pm bleſt with a ſigh, 
But envy forbids them to ſmile, 


1 


Wea ao oc » ca 


+=] 


Let 
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Let courtiers of liberty prate, 
T'enjoy it take infinite pains; 
But liberty's primitive ſtate 
ls only enjoy d on the plains : 
With Phillis I rove to and fro, 
With her my gay minutes are ſpent ; 
"Twas Phillis firſt taught me to know, 
That happineſs flows from content. 


GN enen. 
Sung by Miſs Wearman, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Signoy Giardini. 


| CCENTLE gales, in pity bear 
My ſighs, my tender fighs away; 


To my cruel Strephon's ear 


All my ſoſt complaints convey. 


Near ſome moſſy fountain's fide, 
Or on ſome verdant bank reclin'd, 
Where bubbling ſtreams in murmuss glide, 
You will the dear deluder find. 


Gentle gales, in pity bear 

My fighs, my tender ſighs away ; 
To my cruel Strephon's ear 

All my ſoft complaints convey, 


Tell the falſe one how I mourn, 
Tell him all my pains and woes; 
Tell, ah ? tell him to return, 
And bring my wounded heart repoſe. 
Gentle gales, in pity bear 
My fighs, my tender ſighs away; 
To my cruel Strephen's ear 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 


03 SONG 


a - _ 
© *- © = 
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SO NA I. 
A HUNTA4N-&: SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Squib, at Marybon-Gardens. 


ARK, hark ye, how echoes the horn in the 
vale, M 


| Whole notes do ſo ſportingly dance on the gaie, 


To charm us to barter, for ignoble reſt, 

The joys which true pleaſure can raiſe in the 

| breait : 

The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 

And the cry of the Huntſman is, Hark, hark, 
away : | 

Then wherefore defer we, one moment, our jo1 5; 

Haſte, haſte, let's away, ſo to horſe, my brave boys, 


What pleaſure can equal the joys of the chace, 
Where meaner delights to more noble give place? 
While onward we preſs, and each ſorrow dety, 


From valley to valley re-echoes the cry: 


Our joys are all ſterling, no fofrow we fear, 
We bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old 
Care; | 
Forgetful of labour we leap o'er the mounds, 
Led on hy the horn, and the cry of the hounds, 


S O NM I. 
FRIENDSHIP ad WINE. 
Sung by Mr. Gilſon, at Vauxhall. 


E T the grave, and the gay, 
Enjoy life how they may, - 
My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs; 
Go the world well or ill, 
"Tis the ſame with me {til}; | 
If I have but my friend and my glaſs, 


» 


* 
. 
ns. 


in the 
2 gale, 
in the 


nark, 
joꝝ s; 
boys. 
12ce, 
lace? 
ely, 


The 


[ 163 ] 


The lover may ſigh, 1 


The courtier may lye, | © 8 
And Crœſus his treaſure amaſs ; | / 
All the joys are but vain, 
That are blended with pain; 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


New life wine inſpires, 
And creates new deſires, 
And oft wins the lover his laſs, 
Or his courage prepares 
To diſdain the nymph's airs ; 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. -. 


The earth ſucks the rain, 
The ſun draws the main, 
With the earth we are all in a claſs; 
Then enliven the clay, 
Let us live while we may, 
And P11 ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


"Tis friendſhip and wine, 

Only life can refine: - 

We care not whate'er comes to paſs | 
With courtiers, or great men, 
There's none of us ſtateſmen: ._ 

Come, here's to our friend and our glaſs. 


ON CCXNXCIV. 
LOTHARIA. Set by Dr. Arne. 


AIN LY now you ftrive to charm me, 
All ye ſweets of blooming May ; 
How ſhould empty ſunſhine warm me, 
While Lotharia keeps away ? 


Go, ye warbling birds, go leave me; 
Shade, ye clouds, the ſmiling ſky ; 
Sweeter notes her voice can give me, 


Softer ſunſhine fills her eye, 
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S ON G ccxcv. 


LOVE and AFFECTION. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Yates. 


HEN youth mature, to manhood grew, 


Soon beauty touch'd my heart; 
From vein to vein love's lightning flew, 
With pleafing painful ſmart : 
My boſom dear content forfook, 
And ſooth'd the foft dejeftion ; - 
The melting eye, the ſpeaking look, 
Prov'd Love and ſweet Affection. 
Unus'd to arts which win the fair, 
What could a Shepherd do? 
And to ſubmit to ſad deſpair, 
Was not the way to woo. | 
At length I told the lovely maid, 
I hop'd ſhe'd no objection 
To talk (while round her lambkinsplay'd) 
Of Love and ſweet Affection. 


A bluſh my Chloe's cheek bedeck'd, 
A blufh devoid of guile, 
* And what from me can you expeQ ?"? 
She anſwer'd, with a ſmile. | 
* How many nymphs have been betray'd, 
Through want of calm reflection! 
Then don't my peace of mind invade 
*« With Love and ſweet Affection.“ 


Dear maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me not, 
In wedlock's bands let's join; 
My kids, my kine, my herds, my cot, 
y foul itſelf is thine, 


To 
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To church J led the charming fair, 
To Hymen's kind 7 ; 
And now life's dearelt joys we ſhare, 
Wich Love and ſweet Affection. 


S ON G CCXCVL 


The SKEY-LARKE. 


88. tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies, 

To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, 
And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong ; 
Tell her the ſounds that ſooth her ear, 
To Damon's native plaints belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd 
The bird from Indian wee may ſhine; 
But aſk the lovely, partial maid, 


What are his notes, compar'd to thine? - 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn, 
And lend an car to Damon's woe, . 
Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


'S NG :CCACYIL 
Ty FAIR MONITOR. 
Suzg by Miſs Brown, at Sadler's-Wells. 


V ſure forgot, dear mother mine, 
When you was once as blithe as me; 
When vows were offer'd at your ſhrine, 

And lovers dropt on bended knee: g 
When you could ſing, and dance, and play; 
Alas | December treads on May. | 

| Behold 
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Behold dame Nature's fav'rite blow, * 
The rich jonquil, the bluſhing roſe, 
How ſhort à date their beauties know, 
Sutrounded by athouſand foes 
Till time decrees their full decay, 
And harſh December treads on May. 
The whole creation own this truth: _.. 
'Then why ſhould wrinkled brows exact 
The mode ſevere, on blooming youth, 
By which themſelves could never att ? 
The blood that's warm will have its way, 
Too ſoon December treads on May." 
Then, ſwains, with tabor, pipe, and glce, 
Let's, whilſt we're here, grim Care deride 
Come tport and frolick free with me, 
In ſpite of age, and prudiſh 
The laws of love—all ſhould 
Before December treads on May. 


8 O N G CCXCVUIEL. a 
Sung by Mr. Cooke, at Sadler's-Wells, 
Y dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind, 


As fickle as fancy, inconſtant as wind; 


meets 


ſtrife, 


My dog follows ev'ry ſtrange heel in the ſtreets, 
And my miſtreſs as fond of each fellow ſhe 


ſtrife, 


Yet, in ſpite of her arts, I'll not make al leaſt 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 
Go Miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, 
Her conduct ſhail ne'er my philoſophy teaze ; 
Her freedom ſhall never embitter my glee, 
One worhan's the ſame as another to me. 

So, in ſpite of her airs, I'll- not make the leaf 


But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro? life. 
I laugh 
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I laugh at the wretches who ſtupidly pine 

For falſe-hearted gipſeys they title divine; 

Ac worlt of my love-fits no phyſic I aſk, + 

But that which is found in the bowl or the flaſk. 

For go things how they will, Il not make the 
ealt ſtrife, : | 

But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 


The girl that behaves with good humour and 
ſenſe, ſtence; 

Shall ſtill ro my heart have the warmeſt pre- 

And for thoſe who would jilt me, deceive, and 
betray, | 

In honeſter bumpers Pll waſh them away. 

Tis my final reſolve, not to make the leait ſtrife, 

© But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life, 


S Q0.%. @& LACEY... 
Sung by Miſs Pope, in The Muſical Lady. 


OV E's a ſweet and ſoft muſician, 
Who derives his ſcill from thee ; 

Plays on ev'ry diſpoſition, 

Strikes the ſoul on every key. 
Deep Deſpair now thrums Adagio, 
Lively Hope now ſounds Coragto ; 
O! the raviſhing tranfition ! 
Tweedle dum, and tweedle dee. 


S SORE. 
Sung by Mr. Cooke, at Sadler's. Wells. 
HAT a blockhead is he that's afraid to 
| die poor! [no more: 
We came into the world with our ſkins, and 


So the matter is plain, he that worſhips his pelf, - 
Is a thief to mankind, and a dupe to "_— 
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Tul have women and wine, I'll have horſes and 
- > hounds, er 

And my taſte in all ſhapes ſhall be ruPd by ng 

For the matter is plain, &c. 


"Tis a ſmatch of them all muſt afford the true joy, 
In an olio of ſports that the heart cannot cloy ; 
For the matter is plain, &c. 


If a miſer you prove, the whole world wiſh you 
| cad, —_— [your head; 
And your wife and your ſon pluck the prop from 
So the matter is plain, &c. 


Let me beg, then, thro' life, well-belov'd and at 
caſe, | 
My caſh ſhall provide me whatever I pleaſe : 
or the matter is plain, he that worſhips his pelf, 
Js a thief to mankind, and a dupe to himſe f, 


0.0 .MN 4. OOOT. 


ENGLISH ALE. 
Sung by Mr. Prentice, at Sadler's-Wells, 


1 truths that I ſing none deny me, 
They're truths that muſt ever prevail 
Ye poor dogs of France, we defy ye, 
By the force of our Engliſh good Ale, 


The tricks ye attempt, but in vain are, 

They are what we expected, and ſtale; 
Your troops, and your fleets, our diſdain are, 
By the force 5 our Engliſh good Ale, 
When Beſs, that brave Queen, rul'd the nation, 


was Spain's great Armada did fail; 
She dealt to the Dons tribulation, 


By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 


And 


1 
ſes and And thus we will ſerve them for ever, | 
Tho? their loads on our necks they'd entail ; 
| by no There's none like our people, ſo clever, 

By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 


Free- born, we ſupport our defender, 

To our ſons we hand down the detail; 
Pehie the De'l, Pope, and Pretender, 

By the force of our Engliſh good Ale, 


S O NG CCCIL. 
CONTENT: 4 Pastorar BaLLane 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon. Set by Mr. Goodwin, jun, 
'0% R moorlands and mountains, rude, bars 


ren, and bare, 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young Shepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home; 
Yellow ſheaves, from rich Ceres her cottage had 
crown'd, | 1 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 4 
Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly 
roun 


| d 
And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door. 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe culPd me the belt 3 
Whilſt thrown * my guard, by ſome glanceg 
e caſt, | E 
Love a} ſtole into my breaſt. . 
| told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) WF 
| P've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
| Yet take me, fond Shepherd, I'm thine, 
And rh r Her 
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Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms ; 
I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks by the ſtream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 
Her image till ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the ſlow-rifing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views; _ 

Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtils, 
And mark out new themes for my mule, 


pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 


The damſel's of humble deſcent ; 
The cottager Peace is well known for her fire, 
And Shepherds have nam'd her Content, 


SON G CCCIIL 


V*RY mortal ſome favourite pleaſi ure purſues, 
Some to White's run for play, ſome to Bat- 
5 on's for news; | 

To Shuter's droll * others thunder applauſe, 
And ſome triffers delight to hear Nichols's noiſe: 
Bat fuch idle amuſements I'll carefully ſhun, 
And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 


Soon as Phcebus has finiſhed his ſummer's career, 
And his maturing aid bleſt the huſbandman's 


care; 
When Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harveſt- 


home, [roam ; 
And, their labours being o'er, are at leſſure to 
From the noiſe of the town and its follies I run, 


- AndI range ver the fields with my dogs and my 


n. 
4 1 hn Whea 
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When my pointers around me all carefully 
| ita 


| nd | 

And none dares to ſtir, but the dog I command ; 

Whea the over be ſprings, and I bring down 
my bird, 

Pre a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford ; 

No paltime nor pleaſure that's under the ſun, 

Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my 
gun. 


When the covey I've thinn'd, to the woods I 


repair, 

And I bruſh thro the thickets devoid of all fear; 

There I exerciſe freely my levelling ſkill, 

And with ne and woodcocks my b 2 
; | un, 

For death (where I find them) they ſeldom can | 

My dogs are ſo ſure, and ſo fatal my gun. 


My ſpaniels ne'er babble,. they're under com- 
| mand { hand; 
Some range at a diſtance, and ſome hunt at 
When a woodcack they fluſh, or a pheaſant they 
: ſpring, _ woods ring 3 
With heart-chearing notes, how they make the 
Then for muſic let fribbles to Ranelagh run, 


My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. 


When at night we chat over the ſport of the day, 
And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd ſpoilslay ; 


Then I think of my friends, and to each ſenda 


art; 3 
For my friends to oblige is the pride of my heart: 
Thus the vices of town, and its follies I ſhun, 
And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my. 


gun, | | 
P 2 SONG 
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$ O N' & ccav. 
Sung by Mr. Prentice, at Sadler's.Wells, 
YE lads, and ye laſſes, who bloom in your An 


prime, Wi 
I love and regard ye, the jewels of time; 

Then liſt, and attend to the words that I ſay, Wh 
For life's a mere vapour, a thing of decay. fe 
As now let me find ye with ſmiles on your brows, fc 
Each nymph prove indulgent, each youth keep Let 
| his vows ; true chime, Ant 

Save love and good humour, with hearts that 
All joys that men boaſt of are inſults of time. No 
What a wretch muſt he be, who ſo doats upon But 


elf, V 
'To think — no mortal feels want but himſelf; Ma 
Who ſtarves midſt the guineas he counts o'er The 
with glee, The 
Such, ſuch are the vileſt abuſers of me. The 
The girl that is ſqueamiſn, the icy- fac'd prude, 
The man that is flinty, remorſeleſs, and rude; 
With him 8 a Milkſop, and baulks the full 
toaſt, | | 
As time they abandon, by time ſhall be loſt. 
But ſtill to the cheerful, the good, and the gay, 
December ſhall meet them ſti!] mild as the May; 
Hand-in-hand I'll conduct them, wholive with- 
out crime, | 
From the ſons of the earth, to the father of time. 


Ban SB oO MN Oo eee. 
A HUNTING SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Beard; in Apollo and Daphne, 


FH E ſun from the caſt tips the mountains 
with gold, e [ behold ; 
And the meadows, all ſpangled with dew-drops 


Ils. 
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Haw the lark's early mattin proclaims the new 
ay, ng ! 

And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure 

can vie, | 

While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 


And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 


court ; : 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence ſtill gives it reſt to our joy. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree, 
The Prieſt hunts a living, the Lawyer a fee; 
The Doctor a Patient, the Courtier a place, 
Though often, like us, they're flung out with 
diſgrace, 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 
The Cit hunts a plumb, the Soldier hunts fame, 
The Poet a dinner, the Patriot a name ; | 
And the artful Coquette, tho? ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. 
With the ſports of the held, &c. 
Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleſſings we aſk is the bleſſing of health; 
With hounds and with horns through the wood- 
lands to roam, | 
And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure 
can vie, 


While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 


follow, follow, follow, &c. 
| P74 SONG 


home. 


N 
| 


When, dreading confinement, ye Miſtreſſes hire, 


3 
The MARRIED MAN, FR. 
n 
| 


Set and ſung by Mr. Hudſon. 


I AM * and happy; with wonder hear 
this, 

Ve Rovers, and Rakes of the age; 

Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 0 
And who only looſe pleaſures engage: ; 

You may laugh, but believe me you're all in the 

wrong | 

When you merrily Marriage deride ; 

For to Marriage the permanent pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 

The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive; never ſincere; 

Oft ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 
Interrupted by doubts, and by fear : 

But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 

Is from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection refin'd, 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure, 

'The love which ye boalt of, deſerves not that 
True love is with ſentiment join'd ; [name, 

But your's is a paſſion, a feverith flame, 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind, 


With this and with that ye are cloy'd ; 
Ye are led, and miſled, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, In 


And are oft by that fire deſtroy'd. 1 C 
If you aſk me, From whence my felicity flows? 2 
My anſwer is ſhort, © From a Wife; By 

« Who for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good-nature A 
I chole, ; Su 


„Which are beauties that charm us for _ W 
| ö TP; 
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| To make home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 


Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize ; [oight, 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning to 
By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe. | 


| SONG  DCCOEVIL. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, in The Royal Shepherd. 
OWS'of Love ſhould ever bind 


Men who are to honour true ; 
They muſt have a ſavage mind, 
Who refuſe the fair their due. 


Scorn'd and hated may. they be, 
Who from conſtancy do ſwerve; 
So may ev'ry Nymph agree 
All tuch faithleſs Swains to ſerve. 


S ON G CCcvIn. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 


J/Ou Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill, 

And whole fame ev'ry virgin with envy 
does fill, 

Of beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, 

That men call her the laſs with the delicate air, 


One ev'ning, laſt May, when I travers'd the grove, 
In thoughtlels retirement, not dreaming of love ; 
I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare, 
And really ſhe'd got a molt delicate air. 


By a murmuring brook, by a green moſly bed, 


A chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid ; 

Surpriz'd and tranſported, I could not forbear, 

With raptures to gaze on her delicate air, 11 
: at 


[ 176 ] 


That moment young Cupid ſelefted a dart, 


And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart; 
And from thence, how to win the dear maid, 
; was my care, 

For a captive I fell to her delicate air. 

When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd I 
was rude, [trude; 

And begg'd of all things that I would not in- 

I anſwer'd, I could not tell how I came there, 

But laid all the blame on her delicate air; 

Said her heart was the prize which I ſought to 
obtain, [pain : 

And hop'd ſhe would grant it, to caſe my fond 

She neither rejected, nor granted my pray'r, 

But fir'd all my ſoul with her delicate air. 

A thouſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuit, 

But ſtill the tarmentor affects to be mute; 

Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have conquer'd 
the fair, 

How to win the dear Laſs with the delicate air, 


S O& G DOCK 


be SHEPHERD ad CUPID. 


> FW AS early on a holiday, 
A harmleſs Shzpherd chanc'd to ſtray, 

And wand'ring near a cryſtal brook, 

He fat him down to bait his hook; 

Thus ſaid the Shepherd, free from care, 

If I a gudgeon ould enſnare, 

% Or any of the ſcaly fry, 

«© Pd envy none beneath the ſky.” 

His ſport was harmleſs as his mind, 

Upon his head his hand reclin'd ; 

And, liſt'ning to the wood -lark's note, 

He watch'd the motion of his float : 


- 
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It ſcarce obtain'd a ſingle ſw im, 
Ere Cupid round the ſwain did ſkim, 
With feather'd wings, extended wide, 
And ſettled by the Shepherd's fide. 


The Swain had heard of bows and darts, 
And Cupid's ſnares, that torture hearts ; 
Became unealy at the ſight, 

But artfully conceal'd his fright 

« | prithee, Cupid, tell, I pray, 

e What brought thee out {o ſoon to-day ?? 
© In truth, ſaid he, my ſport's like thine ; 

© | hither came to wet my line. 


« If that be true, thou pretty boy, 

“Then leave with me that glitt'ring toy; 
“mean the arrow in thy hand, 

« Then equally we'll ſhare our ſtand.” 
Shepherd, I'll give thee any thing; 
Pray take with it my bow and ſtring.” 
The Swain ſecure his cheek did ſtroke, + 
And, ſlily, Cupid's arrow broke. 


But, lo! an Angel's voice he heard, 

And ſoon an Angel's form appear'd ; 

With eyes ſo bright, as Poets ſay, 

Should Phœbus ſleep, might rule the day: 
'The Shepherd liſten'd to her ſong ; 

I fear the Shepherd gaz d too long: 

For as her eyes their beams withdrew, 

Her fatal looks the Shepherd ſlew. 


At firſt he felt uncommon ſmart, | 
And fear'd the Boy conceal d a dart; | 
Then faintly turning, © Child,” ſaid he, | 
„This evil arrow comes from thee.” Y 


"Ol. | 
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O! 'Shepherd, it is no ſuch thing, 
© Thou hadſt my arrow, bow, and ſtring: 
* But now ] gueſs for whom you ſmart, 


* The nymph you ſaw has pierc'd your heart, . 


$.O N G CCCX. 
Sung by My. Beard. Set by Mr. Howard. 
The Words by Paul Whitehead, Eſq; Poet-Laureat, 


rr. 
WI EN Bacchus, jolly God, invites 
To revel in his ev'ning rites, 
In vain his altar I ſurround, EE 
Though with Burgundian incenſe crown'd: 
Na charms has wine without the laſs, 
*Tis love gives reliſh to the glaſs. 


AIR. | 
While all around, with jocund pies, 
= 3 toalt _ ny aa 3 
hough ev'iry nymph my lips proclaim 
My heart fill ian Chloe's name: 
And thus with me, by am'rous ſtealth, 
Still ev'ry glaſs is Chloe's health. 


S O N G CCCXL. 


Sung by. Mr. Beard, in The Royal Chace. 
Set by Dr. Boyce, 


He W an we find the gay ſports of the 
eld! 


While through the vales we're bounding, 
The hills our cries reſounding, 
The muſical chace all its pleaſure does . 
: aw 


— 


How 


9 . - | 


27 
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How delightful the pauſe when the ſtag ſtood at 
1 IG 


1 : 
: But when his flight renewing, 
Again we were purſuing, 


heart,” if we crown'd with ſucceſs the ſport of the 


day. ; 
8 S8 N HD : 
1 De RECANTATION. 
eat. 


A favourite CAN TATA. Sung by Mrs. Pinto, at 
| * Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. | 


tes | RECITATIVE. 
HE kind parent Celia made, 
Kr And nam'd the myrtle bow'r ; 
n'd: There, fretting, long poor Damon ſtay'd 
Beyond the promis'd hour: 
No longer able to contain 
This anxious expectation, 
With rage he ſought Callay his pain, 
And vented thus his pathon, 


AIX. 

To all the ſex deceitful 

A long and laſt adieu, 
Since women prove ungrateful 

As long as men prove true. 
The pains they give are many, 
1 ers, ork too es Pp bear ; 

ace. e joys they give—if any, 
Few, ſhort, and inſincere. 
| RECITATIVE. 

s of the Now Celia, from mamma got looſe, 
| | Had reach'd the calm retreat ; 
Ng, Wich modeſt bluſh ſhe begg'd excuſe, 
And chid her tardy fect. . The 
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The ſhepherd, from each doubt releas'd, Yen 
--- His joy could not reſtrain, Sy Ye 
Bucas each tender thought increas'd, Ye 

Thus chang'd his railing ſtrain, "I; * 
| Wit! 
AIX. A 
How engaging, how endearing, O 
A Is a lover's bw and _ [ T 
nd what joy the nymph's appearin 
After abſence or de ; = n * 
Women wile increaſe deſiring Aud 
By contriving kind delays ; U 
And, 'advancing or retiring, | Tis 
All they mean is—more to pleaſe, E 
S O NG CCCXIII wm 
New ſet by Mr. Jackſon. But 
M* days have been ſo wondrous free, A 
The litile birds that fly, Or 
With careleſs cafe from tree to tree, 0 
Were but as bleſt as I. | Far 
Aſk gliding waters, if a tear * 
Of mine increas'd their ſtream; | 
Or aſk the gentle gales, if e'er 5 
I lent a ſigh to them. 
But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught ; 4 
The tender chains of ſoft deſire 
Are fix'd upon my thought; I 
And eager hope, within my breaſt, 
Does ev'ry doubt controul, ] 
Ayd lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 
he fav'rite of my ſoul. , 


Yo 


[181.4 


Ve nightingales, ye twiſting pines, = 
Ye {wains that haunt the grove, 
Ye gentle eshoes, breezy winds, 
e cloſe retreats of love ; 
With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign ! | | 
O!] teach a young, unpractis'd heart, 
To make her ever mine. 
The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of deſpair, 
And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her: | 
'Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft diſtreſs; 
Yet, while the fair I love is kind, 
[ cannot wiſh it leſs. 


But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, 
And flights my well-meant love, 

Or looks with pleafure on my pain, 
A pain ſhe won't remove; | 
Farewel, ye birds, ye lonely pines, 

Adieu to groans and ſighs; 

III leave my paſſion to the winds 
Love, unreturn'd, ſoon dies. 


8 O N G CCCXIV, 


Set by Mr. Jackſon, 
19 heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 
My! 


That part my love and me; 
y longing eyes may hope, at laſt, 
Their only with to ſee ; 
But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long ? 
Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue ? 


wil {| 
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Will you in ew'ry look declare, The 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame, ' . 
And heal each idle, anxious care, Bend 
Our fears in abſence frame? Fc 
Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, May 
When we ſhzll ſhortly meet, H 
And try what yet remains between If th 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. 1 
But if che dream that ſooths my mind 8 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; A 4 
If I am doom'd at length to find, PT 
That you've forgot to love: 
All I of Venus aſk, is this, The 
No more to let us join; Ye 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, Get 
To die, and think you mine. 5 
8. 0 ‚ . Soy 
MAY, de MOTHER f Love. Ml 7 
Set by Mr. Long. 
6 virgin, when ſoſten'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows, | 
The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, L 


And poplars embrace with their boughs : 


On Ida bright Venus may reign, Whe 
Ader'd for her beauty above ; For 

We ſhepherds that dwell on the plain, And 
Hail May, as the Mother of Love. . 

5 C 6 But 
From the weſt as it wantonly blows Will 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine; Or 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, x 
end willows and woodbines entwine : Like 


ö jp 
| 


The 
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The pinks by the rivulet's ſide, 

That border the vernal alcove, . 

Bend. downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, 
For. May is the Mother of Love. 


May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array; 
If the larks and the linnets now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May : 
The ſtock-dove, recluſe * her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 
And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the Mother of Love. 
The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſportive and gay; 
Get your.pipes, oh ! ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May: 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove, 
Let him tell her ſoft tales, and hell find, 
That May is the Mother of Love. 


_S 0 &  COONvE. 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall, 

+ Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 

1D the nymph Kill avoid, and be deaf w 
ä the ſwain, | 

Who in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain: 
For his rage, not his love, in his frenzy is ſhown : 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon-over- 
blown. [the heart. 
But the ſhepherd whom Cupid has pierc'd to 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in ine {mart + 
Or, in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom- feli 
: woe, ; [flow. 
Like the ſmooth-gliding current of ries, wil 
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Tho? filent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 
And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of ſighs: 


But when, he accoſts you in meadow or grove, 
His tale is ſo tender—he cooes hike the dove. 


$8 0 O 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


1 proſpect clear'd, around is heard 
The muſic of the hive ; s 
The bloſſoms blow, the ſpirits flow, 
And nature's all alive: 
In ev'ry grove the work is love, 
The word is, Sing and play ;” 
From eve to morn the Sages warn, 
« Ye maids, beware of 'May !” 


Each lively ſcheme, each am'rous theme, 
Our Nymphs and Poets chuſe; 
The dance delights, the ſong invites, 
6 As mirth provokes the Muſe : 
The war's no more, our ChieP's come o'er ; 
Again the grave ones ſay, 
-« Wherec'er ye tread, temptation's ſpread, 
« Beware the Ides of May!“ 


S ON G CCCXVUIL. 


Sung by Mr. Tenducei, at Ranelagh. 
| Set by Signor Giardani, _. 
NT on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
1 Which no real joys impart; 
Nor on 77 of ſordid treaſure 
Did Thx my youthful heart. ah 
{ iT wag 


Sa T - 


? 


: i=... 
his eyes, Twas not Chloe's perfect feature 


of ſighs: Did the fickle wand'rer bind; 
Yes | Nor her form, the boaſt of nature, 
ove. Twas alone her ſpotleſs mind. 


Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 

Which no real joys impart; 

Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure 
N Did I fix my youthful heart. 


Take, ye ſwains, the real bleſſing 
Phat will joys for life enſure ; 

The virtuous mind alone poſſeſſing, 
Will your laſting bliſs ſecure. 


Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
, Which no real joys impart ; 
Nor on heaps of ſordid: treaſure 
Did I fix my youthfu] heart. 


me, s O N G CCCXIX. 


A favourite CanTATA. Sung by Mrs, Pinto, at 
Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. | 


RECiTATIVE. 5 0 
A Wretch long tortur'd with diſdain, 
That ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain, 
At length the God of Wine addreſt, | 
Sure refuge of a wounded hreaſt. 


p ; A 1X. oy 
| Vouchſafe, O pow'r, thy healing aid 
ph. Teach me to gain the cruel maid; x 
Thy juices take the lover's part, 
are, Fluſh his wan looks, and chear his heart. 


REciTATIVE. 
To Bacchus thus the lover cry'd, 
ITwas And thus the jolly God reply'd :' 
2, Q 3 Ars. 
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| AI x. | 
Give whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
And quaff his ſneaking form away: 
With dauntleſs mien approach the fair ; 
The way to conquer is—to dare, 
RECITATIVE.. .... 
The ſwain purſu'd the God's advice, 
The nymph was now no longer nice: 


. | A 1 X. | 
She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the ſex's mind ; 


When you grow daring, we grow kind; 


Men to themſelves are molt ſevere, 
And make ns tyrants by their fear. 


S DN TCOCAX. 


DAMON ant FLORELLA. 4 Dialogue, 


Sung iu the Sorcerer. 
He. (On my love, thine eyes around, 
| See the ſportive lambkins play; 
Nature daily decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Lilten to the voice of love. 
$he. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Lining to thy ſoothing tale; 
And thy ſoft, perſuaſive tongue 
Otten held me in the dale: 
Take, oh ! Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 
He. Not the verdure of the grove, + 
Not the garden's faireſt flow'r ; 
Nor the meads where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hour; 
Can delight thy Damon's eye, 
If Florella is not b). 


abr. 


abr. 
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Fle. Not the water's gentle fall, 
By the bank with poplars crown'd, 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 
Nor the flate's melodious ſound, 
Can delight Florella's ear, 
If her Damon is not near. 


Both. Let us love, and let us live 
Like the chearful ſeaſon gay; 
Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May: 
Like the ſparro and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


S O NG CGCXXT. 
SOMETHING NEW. 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 
N all mankind's promiſcuous race, 
The ſons of error urge their chace, 
The wondrous to purſue; 
And, both in country and in town, 
The curious Courtier, Cit, and Clown, 
Sollicit Something New. 


The Poets ſtill ſrom nature take, 
And what is ready-made they make; 
Hiſtorians muſt be true: 
How therefore ſhall we find a road, 
Thro' Differtation, Song, or Ode, 
'To give you Something New ? 
They ſay virginity-is ſcarce 
As anything in proſe or verſe, 
And fo is honour too : 
The papers of the day imply, 
No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for Something New. 


— — — VH— 


v 
— ence oe ener enmecrwumagtame— 


[ 188 J 
We ſee alike the woeful dearth 
In metancholy, or in mirth; 
What then ſhall Ladies do? 
Seck Virtue as th' immortal prize z 
In fine, be honeſt, and be wiſe, 
For that is Something New. 


S ON G CCCXXIL. 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


HERE ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter ? 
In what ſecret grove or cave ? 
Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the young, the gay, the brave. 
Tho' with prudiſh air ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs and ſtill ſhe burns: 
Cupid ſhoots like Hymen's archer, 
Whereſoe'er the damſel turns. 


Virtue,” youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, 
(If diſcretion guide us not) 
Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the boohby's lot: 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Nou commanded by the Peer, 
Now ſome ſubtle mean invader 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our-grand-mammas miſtake; 
Stinting flame by bating fewel, 
Always careful and awake. 
Would you keep your pearls from tramplets, 
_ Weigh the licence, weigh the banns: 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your knots and ſans. 


F 


ONG 


[19] 


S O N G CCCXXIIL 
The CASUIST. 
Jung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall, 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


REeciTATIVE. 
FZHICH is beſt, ye Caſuiſts, ſay, 
To be grave, or to be gay? 
Still to weep, and never ſmile, 
er {In the Penſeroſo ſtile,) 
7 To ſit moping like a nun; 
| Or to friſk it in the ſun, | 
: Where the ſcenes of mirth are play'd 
| | And the glad appointments made? 


| At. 
If the maid avoid exceſs, | 
N Better ſing, and dance, and dreſs, 
"FB And indulge the calls of youth, 
| While ſhe forfeits not her truth ; 
Rigour and ſevere demean 
Are not decent at ſixteen ; 
And the character is loſt, 
Study'd at good-nature's coſt, 


She that meditates the molt, 
Is not always virtue's boaſt; 
Nar the ſilent and demure, 
Always peaceable and pure; | 
While the lively, briſk, and ſmart, 
| Have more innocence at heart, 
mplets, With a little leſs to dread 
ns: From the miſchief in their head. 


ONO i SONG 
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4 s. O CCEXXIV- | 
| F Dung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Samuel Howard, 
KK 1 Like the man whoſe ſoaring ſoul 
1 Is gen'rous and refin'd, 
* Whoſe paſſions act beneath controul, 
3 With love and honour join'd. 
wo 'The oak, by woodbines on the plain 


| Ercompals'd and careſs'd, 
Is not more ſtedfaſt in its reign, 
„ Nor is more ſweetly dreſs'd. 


{is The frothy ſons of vice and ſhow, 

_— Like ſhadows, and like noiſe, 

11100 Have nothing in themſelves, we know, 
[i That ſober ſenſe enjoys ; . 
1 But pure and conſtant love endears, 
. And feaſts both ear and ſight, 

ip! While ev'ry thing that virtue fears 


| 
f | | Can give no true delight. 
| | N ; ” " 
f | S ON G CCCXXV. 
i} The BRIDAL DAY; A Carr. 
| Sung by Miſs Smith, at Marybon-Gardens; 
| Set by Mr. Yates. | 
RECITATIVE. F | 
E Swains, who reap the ripen'd corn, 
And with ſoft muſic hail the morn, 
Your fickles lay aſide: 4 
ence, labour's preſſive hand away; 


n rural paſtime ſpend the day, 
To charm the new- made bride. 


Ain. 


ward, 


af 


\ rn 
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A 


| 1 R. 5 
With roſes deck the jaſs'mine bow'rs; 
Beſtrew the verdant mead with flow'rs, 
That Phœbe pals along; 0 


Hark, hark; the feather'd rate, on wing, 


5 


To love's ſoft impulſe warbling ſing 
Their ſoft melodious ſong. 
| RECITATIVE. 
Then fill, ye Swains, the rural reed; 
Let art with nature vie; hs 
Nor let the ſhrill-ton'd lark impede, 
Four partial harmony. 


AIX. 

Whilſt blith as May morning, 
When nature looks charming, 
The damſels ſhall dance on the green, 

*Tis with beauty replete, 
The fair Phœbe we greet, 
And hail her our Paſtoral Queen. 


S O N G CcœxXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, Miſs Catley, Miſs Miles and 
"Miſs Smith, on the opening of Marybon-Gardens, 
BREE 3 4 - 


Mr. Lowe. 
[OW the ſummer advances, and Pleaſure 
removes [the groves, 


From the ſmoak of the town to the fields and 

Permit me to hope that your favour again 

May ſmile, as before, on this once happy plain, 

PO Miſs Catley. | 

Tho" here no rotunda expands the wide dome, 

No canal on its borders invites ye to roam ; 

Yet Nature ſome bleſſings has ſcatter'd around, 

and means to improve may hereafter Ie. 
. 
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Miſs Miles, 
On ſpots as uncouth, from foundations as mean, 
Some ſtructures ſtupendous exalted have been: 
Hence ſtarted Vauxhall, and thus Ranelagh grew 
From rudeneſs to grandeur, ſupported by you. 


Miſs Smith. 
The barreneſt heath may by art be improv'd; 
It has rivers diverted, and mountains remov'd: 
Do you, then, the ſunſhine of favour diſplay, 
And culture ſhall ſoon the glad ſummons obey, 
Chorus. 

Mean while, ev'ry effort to pleaſe you we'll try; 
Good muſic, good wine, with each other ſhall vie: 
To gain your eſteem's the full ſcope of our plan, 


And we'll ftrive to deſerve it as well as we can, 


S ON G CCCXXVII. 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. * 3 
brig. Phillis one morning a maying 


would go; | fro, 
When ſaunt'ring among the ſweet meads to and 


In vain did the cowſlips her fair hand invite, 

Nor daiſies nor daffodils gave her delight: 

Her heart with the throbbings of paſſion did 
move ; [ love, 

Each bird on the ſpray could have told her *twas 


At length ſhe grew weary, and ſat by a brook, 


Where pures the Shepherd, was baiting his 


ook: 
Unnotic'd he ſaw her, and heard her complain; 
His heart was inflam'd to allay her ſoft pain; 


The Swain had led many a laſs to the grove, 


And he (wicked rogue!) thought that Phillis 
wou'd love. Howe'er, 


ſplay, 
s obey, 


re] try; 
ſhall vie: 
Our plan, 
we can. 


. 


maying 


fro, 


Is to and 


[ love, 
her *twas 


brook, 
iting his 


mplain; 
pain; 
zrove, 
t Phillis 
lowe'er, 


. Fas ] - 
Howe'er, as her mind was by innocence dreſt, 
Twas plain that fair virtue was lodg'd in her 
breaſt : ans © 
Her beauty was much, but her modeſty more, 
Which Strephon perceiv'd, and began to adore; 
He knelt at her feet with a garland he wove, 
And Phillis conſented to make him her love, 


SONG CCCXXVII. 
A favourite Song, ſung at Ranelagh, 


N OW the woodland choiriſts ſing, 
Beauty Cakes her radiant ſphere, 
Love adorns the ſmiling ſpring, 17 

Love and Beauty gild the year: 
Seize the minutes as they fly, 

Jocund hours and feſtive round; 
Innocence, with virgin eye, 

Comes with rural chaplets crown'd, 
Awful Virtue keeps her ſtate _ 

In the cot, or on the throne ; 
Liberty enjoys her mate, 

As fair Honour holds the zone: 
Love and Beauty, on the wing, 

Sweep the globe, and conquer al; 
Poet, Hero, Sage, and King, | " 

At their ſhrine ſubmiſſive fall. 


Where ſhould Honour love to dwell, 

But in Freedom's happy ile ? 
Virtue here enjoys a cell. 

More than in a tyrant's ſmile : _ 
Whete ſhould Beauty fix her reign, 

But on Love that pow'r defies ? 
Jinocence ſhall crown the ſcene, / 
Where Ambition droops and dies. a 
| | R SONG 
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8 O N G CCOXXTR 


A favourite Song, ſung by Mrs. Pinto, at Ranelagh, 
* gaudy tulip ſwells with pride, 


And rears its beauties to the ſun, 
With heav'n- born tints of Iris? bow ; 
While low the vi'let ſprings beſide, 
4 As in the ſhade it ſtrives to ſhun 
The hand of ſome rapacious foe. 


| Of worth intrinſic, ſmall the ſtore 
| That from the tulip can ariſe, 
fl | When parted from its glowing bed: 
W While hid, the vi'let charms the more, 
Like incenſe in its native ſkies, . 
[ When cropt to grace the virgin-head. 
C 
; 


Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flow'rs 
Are wrought in Nature's various robe: 


' 
| Where pride declines, and merit thrives, 
| Your virgin dignity o'er-pow'rs 

BY The heroes of the conquer'd globe: 

1 | But ſweet compliance makes ye wives. 
| 


0 4 
Sung by Miſs Plenius, at Marybon-Gardens, Q 


Fi 
+8 | I Met young Damon tother day; 
| | And, near me as he drew, Met 
No Swain methought, e'er look'd ſo gay; | 
Upon my word 'tis true. 12 
With ardent bliſs my lips he preſt: He 


Pray, what could Phillis do ? 
I frown'd—but only frown'd in jeſt; 
Upon my word *tis true, 


The © 


1 

The Shepherd ſigh'd, and talk'd of love, 
A theme to me quite new; 

Of angels, heav'n, and pow'rs above; 
And vow'd that all was true. 


My baſom throbb'd, I knew not why ? 
As ſtill more fond he grew: 

I litten'd' to his tale with joy; 
Upon my word ' tis true. 

« Let Damon now be bleſt,” he cry'd, 
And fondly to me flew : 

I ſtrove, but vainly ſtrove to chide ; 

pon my word 'tis true. 


With bluſhes ſpread, I look'd conſent, 
Felt joys but known to few ; 

For then I found what Damon meant, 
And all he ſaid was true. 


SONG CCCXXXI. 
The OR1G1N of ExcLtsH LiBgRTY. 


Sang by Mr. Hudſon. The Words by G. A. 
Stevens. | 


NCE the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial 
Gall, | 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing; 
Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt, 
(Homer ſays the Celeſtials lov'd laughing :) 
On each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove ; 
He ſung, repartee'd, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove: 


®Site ! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
Crows grievoully tir'd of late; | 
| Ra He 


=, r — 2 
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* He ſays that mankind are much worſe than 
before, | 
<« So he begs to he eas'd of their weight.” 
Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 
Gave his 2 Attraction the charge of the 
| wor 
And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe 
round, 

To fee what each climate was worth; 

Like a di'mond, the whole with an atmoſphere 
bound, 

And ſhe yarioully planted the earth ; n 
With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd, 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 
What ſuited each clime, on each clime ſhe be- 


ſtow'd, 
And Freedom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 
Four Cardinal Virtues ſhe left in this Iſle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root; 
The bloſſoms of Liberty gan here to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty fo rare, 
O preſerve it as free as *twas giv'n ! | 


We will, while we've breath ; nay, we'll graſp 


it in death, 
Then return it untainted to Heavn. 


S ON G CCCXXXIL 
Set by Mr. Dibdin. 
| NE ſummer eve, as Nancy fair 
Sat ſpinning in the ſhade, 
While ſoaring ſky-larks ſhook the air 
In warbling o'er her head; 1 
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In tender cooes the pigeons woo'd, 
(Love's impulſe all muſt feel,) 


She ſung, but ſtill her work purſu'd, 


And turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


„While thus I work with rock and reel, 
So life by time is ſpun ; 


And as runs round my ſ{pinning-wheel, 


„The world turns up and down: 
* Some rich to-day, to-morrow low, 
„While I no changes feel, 
* But get my bread by {ſweat of hrow, 
And turn my ſpinning-wheel. 


From me let men and women too 
„This home-ſpun leſſon learn, 


Not mind what other people do, 


«* But eat the bread they earn: 


If none were fed, were that to be, 


+ But what deſerv'd a meal, 
© Some Ladies then, as well as me, 
« Muſt turn the ſpinning-wheel.“ 


The rural toaſt, with ſweeteſt tone, 
Thus ſung her witleſs train, 
When oer the lawn limp'd gammer joan, 
And brought home Nancy's Swain : 
* Come,” cries the Dame, Nance, here's 
thy ſpouſe ; 
« Away throw rock and reel:“ 
Blithe Nancy, with the bonny news, 
Oerſet her e ed. 


R 4 SONG 
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S ON G CCCXXXIM. 


Sung by Mrs. Vincent, at Vauxhall, and by M 
Plenius, at Marybon-Gardens, 
| | Set by Mr. Yates. 
V OUNG Strephon, the artleſs, the dan- 
gerous ſwain, 
My love and eſteem has attempted to gain; 
With the ſame wicked arts he ſo oft had betray'd, 
He thought to ſeduce one more innocent maid: 
But appr1z'd of his pow*r, of my weaknels aware, 
I bafiled his ſcheme, and avoided the ſnare; 

For virtue I love, and was taught in my dawn, 
When I gather'd the roſe, to beware of the thor. 


His tears I neglected, his oaths I deſpis'd, 
For his heart by thoſe tears, by thoſe oaths he 
diſguis'd ; | 
What preſents he brought me I choſe to decline, 
The prodigal bounty of art and delign :) 

e coax'd and he flatter'd, but flatter'd in vain, 
And practis'd each art on my weakneſs to gain: 
Protected by Prudence, Ilaugh'd him to ſcorn, 
Tho” I fancy'd the role, yet I dreaded the thorn. 


He wantonly boaſted what nymphs he had won, 
What credulous beauties his arts had undone ; 


He {wore that his faith ſhould inviolate be, He 
That his heart and thoſe fair ones were victims ] 
WO me:, | : Af 

I told him thoſe victims and faith I'd deſpiſe, f 
And from ſuch examples would learn to be wile; * 
That I never would proſtitute virtue to ſcorn, | 
Or (mel! at a roſe, to be hurt by the thorn. Wi 
Was the perjur'd betrayer aſham'd of his guilt, ; 


Was his pation on virtue, hot wantonneſs, built; 1 
bo N Was 


y Mij 


he dan. 


in; 


etray'd, 


it maid; 
s aware, 
re; 
dawn, 
e thorn. 


* 
aths he 


decline, 


in vain, 
to gain: 
ſcorn, 

e thorn. 


ad won, 

done; 
be, 
victims 


ſpiſe, 

Ie wile; 
ſcorn, 
we 


s guilt, 
8, built; 
Was 


[ 199 J 5 

Was his heart as ſincere as his oaths are profane, 

could fancy (I own I could fancy) the ſwain: 

But exp has taught me *tis dang'rous to 
tru 

And folly to think he can ever be juſt ; 

So I'll ſtifle my flame, and reje& him with ſcorn, 

Leſt I graſp at the roſe, and be hurt by the thorn. 


S ON G CCCXXXIV. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybon-Gardens. 
Me Words by My. Lockman. 


ICNAINST the deſtractive wiles of man, 1 


Your hearts, ye fair ones, guard; 

Their only ſtudy's to trepan, | | 
And play a trickſter's card: b 

Wich ſtrange delight poor girls they ſlight, 
Amuſe, cajole, belie: 

Hence, girls! beware—look ſharp—take care; 
For men are wondrous fly. 


That Proteus man, like him of old, 
A thouſand forms will take; 
His venal foul is all for gold, 
A crocodile, or ſnake. 
See his dire thread ! this ſpider ſpread 
To catch the female fly: 
Hence, girls! beware look ſharp— take care; 
For men are wondrous ſly. | 
A porcupine, with rage inſpir'd, 
At nymphs he darts his quills; 
A baſiliſk, by frenzy fir'd, 
His glance by poiſon kills: 
With fraudful arts he ſteals their hearts, 
Then throws the baubles by: 
Hence, girls] beware—look ſharp=take care 
For men are wondrous ly, 
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Was the whole race of men to meet When 
In one wide-ſpreading plain, No! 
Of conſtancy, of faith to treat, Lang. 
And virtue's ſpotleſs train; | The 
To find a youth renown'd for truth, Natur 
Whole ages we might try: Of 
Hence, girls ! beware —look ſharp— take care; Uner 
For men are wondrous ſly. Th 
S. O. N. G CCCXXXY. Shall 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in The Joyial Crew. 1 
Set by Dr. Arne, yes 

Ne woman her envy can ſmother, 
Though never ſo vain of her charms; No !- 


If a beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 
The pride of her heart it alarms. In re 


New conqueſts ſhe ſtill muſt be making, 
Or fancies her -power grows leſs ; | 

Her poor little heart is ſtill aching, 1 
At fight of another's ſucceſs. All c 


But nature deſign'd, in love to mankind, 
That different beauties ſhould move; 

Still pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhould reign 
Sole monarch in empire of love. 


Then learn to be wiſe, new triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave to your neighbours their due; 

If one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by degrees, 
You'll not be contented with two; 

No, no, you'll not be contented with two. 


SON G CCXXXVI. 
Set hy Dr. Boyce. 
ID me, when forty winters more 
Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow 
When from my head, a ſcanty ftore, 
Lankly the wither'd treſſes flow: 
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Now rolls impetuous on, and free, 
Languid and flow ſcarce creeps along, 
Then bid me court Sobriety. 


Nature, who form'd the varied ſcene, 
Of rage and calm, of froſt and fire, 
Unerring guide, could only mean 
That age ſhould reaſon—yourh deſire; 
Shall then that rebel, man, prefume 7 
(Inverting Nature's law) to ſeize 
The dues of age in youth's high bloom; 
And join impoſſbilities ? 
No !—let me waſte the frolic May 
In wanton joys, and wild exceſs ; 
In revel ſport, and laughter gay, 
And mirth, and roſy chearfulneſs; 
Woman, the ſoul of all delights, 2 
And wine, the aid of love, be near : 
All charms me that ta joy incites, 
And ev*ry ſhe, that's kind, is fair, 


NG © CCOXXNVIE, 7 


When the warm tide, that bold and ſtrong - 


A favourite Song, ſung by Mrs. Scott, in ibi 4 


Conſcious Lovers. Set by Mr, Balldon. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ? 
It bitter, O tell me whence comes my con- 


tent ! | | [1 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 


plain, 


Or grieve at my fate, ſince J know *tis in vain ? 
Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my 


1 


heart. 


I graſp 


—— — ů EET IEEE IE SE 
—ů — 


— — 


SW 
J graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſonateſilenceT make my love known: 
But, oh! how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does 
rove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her 


ame, (name! 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare 


How pleaſing is beauty ! how ſweet are the 

charms! [arms! 

How delightful embraces! how peaceful her 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 

And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt 

_ yield, . [field. 

For *tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair 


SON G CCCXXXVII. 


Sung by Mr. Dear], at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr, Baildon. 


N Pleaſure's ſmooth wings, how old time 

. Reals away, | 
And love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aſtray! 
My days, O ye ſwains ! were a round of delight, 
From the cool of the morn tv the ſtillneſs of night: 
No care found a place in my cottage, or breaſt ; 
But health and content all the year was my guclt. 


"Twas then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare, 
With voice or with feature, with dreſs or with 


air : 
So kindly young Cupid had pointed the dart, 
That I gather'd the tweets, but I miſg'd of the 


- ſmart: | 
| I toy'd 


down, 
jon: 
> does 


we ; 

II her 
name! 
r dare 


re the 
arms! 
11 her 
love ; 

bove: 
s muſt 
[ held. 
he fair 


time 


ſtray! 
elight, 
night: 
Yeaſt x 
guelt, 


1\ſmare, 
r with 


art, 
of the 
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I toy'd for a while, then I rov'd lik'd a bee; 
But till all my ſong was, F11 ever be free.“ 


*T'was then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield: 

If I firay'd through the garden, or travers d the 
field, _ [fight: 

Ten thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay'd to my 

If the nightingale ſung, I could liſten all night; 

With my reed I —_ pipe to the tune of the 
ſtream, | 

And wake to new life from a rapturous dream. 


But now, fince for Hebe in ſecret I figh, | 

Alas! what a change! and how wretched am I! 

Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade; 

Their ſweets now all ſicken, their colours all 
fade ; 

No muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's ſtrain, 

And the brook o'er the pebbles now murmurs 
in vain. ; 

They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee; 

On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me: 

Then teach me, bright Venus, Perſuaſion's ſoft 
art, 

Or aid me, by Reaſon, to ranſom my heart; 

To crown my defire, or to baniſh my pain, 

Give Love to che nymph,or give Eaſe to the ſwain, 


SONG CCCXXXIX, 


ſuvourite Duet and Chorus in the Oratorio of 
Judas Macchabeus. of 
EE the conquering Hero comes, 
Sound the trumpet, beat the drums; 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 
Songs of triumph to him fing. 
| See 


— ͤqN— ES 
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See the godlike youth advance, 
Breathe the flutes and lead the dance; 


Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 


OSN G een 
 Duetto, in the Oratorio of Judas Macchabæus. 
Oo Lovely peace! with plenty crown'd, 

Come — thy bleſlings all around; 
Let fleecy flocks the hills adorn, 
And valleys ſmile with wavy corn : 
Let the ſhrill trumpet ceaſe, nor other ſound, 


But nature's ſongſters, wake the chearful 
morn. " 


S O N G CCCXLI. 
A fawourite Ballad, ſung at Vauxhall. 
Ne longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 


The merits of wine with the charms of 
the fair ; | 


I appeal to the men to determine between 


A tun-belly'd Bacchus and Beauty's fair Queen. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I reſign; 
For tho? there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in 
a wine: ; 

Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile, 


Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs 
re... 


Her beauties with rapture-my ſenſes inſpire, 

And the more I behold her, the more I admire! 
But the charms of her temper and mind I adore! 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no 


more. | rd 
| How 


mpare 
rms of 


ſign, 
ineſs in 


zuile 
he glaſs 


Ire, 

dmire! 
adore! 
aty's no 


How 
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How happy our days when with love we engage 8 
Tis the tranſport of youth; 'tis the comfort of 
age: Fr 
But what are the Joys of the bottle or bowl? 
Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the ſoul! 


A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, "A 
The longer I drink, the more thirſty am I, 
From * oe confeſſion 'tis plain, my g 
riend, 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 
Your big-belly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, 
But how fooliſh you look when your bottle 1s 
dry? | ſpring ; 
From woman, dear woman, {ſweet pleaſure muſt 
Nay, the Stoics muſt own it ſhe is the beſt thing. 


Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juffly afford; 
For a time it will make one as great as a lord: 
But woman, for ever, gives tranſport to man, 
And I'll love the dear ſex—aye, as long as I can. 


$$ 0 NG COCELEE 
STREPHON and PHOCBE. 
'Set by Dr. Arne. 
V OUNG Strephon long doated on Phœhe 
the fair, es 
Whoſe heart of his anguiſh did ſecretly ſhare ; - 
But fearing his paſſion would changeable prove, 
She-prudently check'd the ſoft dictates of love. 


The beauties you fancy, the fair one would ſay, .- 
Are charms. ot a moment, and doom'd to decay; 
Love founded ſo ſlightly can never prove true; 

The bloom diſappearing, the paſſion dies too. 


O wrong not your beauty, reply'd the fond ſwain; 


Its laſting impreſſion will ever remain: 
N 8 Thaugh 


a ug, 


Though age, like the winter, may blaſt thy fair 
l tf An; ; 

Yet virtue, ſtill blooming, gains vigour by time. 

The ſtrength of my eyes with your charms will 
: ecline, | 
Nor gaze at a face that is younger than thine ; 
While this faithful heart, ever true to my vow, 

Preſerves thy dear image, as bright as 'tis now. 


Then baniſh, dear Phœbe, each doubt and each 


ear 

That make fancy'd evils like real appear; 

The ſwitt-fiying moments with ardour improve, 
And grant the reward that is due to my love. 
Kind Phabe aſſenting believ'd the fond youth, 
Who prov'd OO his paſſion was founded on 
truth; 

And tho? envious age may her beauty impair, 
Her virtue and honour will ever be fair. 


S. ON. G CCCXLUI. 


DAMON. and PHIL LIS. A DiaLocus. 
Sung at Vauxhall. i 


| Damon. 
O H! 1 ſhame on you, to ſerve a ſwain 
0 


Vou promis'd laſt Lammas, you very well know, 

If Pd ſtay but till Chriſtmas our hands ſhould 

be join'd; [kind? 

And 'tis Midſummer now, Phillis, why ſo un- 
Why, why, Phillis, why ſo unkind ? 

$23; X Phillis, 
True, Damon, I promis d—I own it—What 
then ? men! 


— el 
My mind has ſince alter d- how Fairh1d ar 


You 
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You { 


Sweet 
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You vow'd to be conſtant, and yet t'other day 
You {wore that young Lucy was ſweet as the 
May; | 
Sweet, ſweet, was ſweet as the May. 
Damon. 
When Phillis grew coy, when ſhe left me forlorn, 
And was ſinging to Colin beneath the green 
thorn; [ blame, 
Mad, jealous, and fretting, pray, who was to 
If with Lucy I ſtrove to make Phillis the ſame ? 
Strove, ſtrove to make Phillis the ſame. 
Phillis, 
Like the bee that goes roving to rifle the Fans. 
You pip'd to each damſel, to me you would ſing: 
Tlik'd the ſweet lay, for I thought it ſincere; 
But why does Paſtora ſo oft drop the tear? 
Why, why, ſo oft drop the tear? 


Damon. 
From my heart, let me tell thee, I proudly eſ- 
ay 
To conquer each beautiful, inſolent maid : 
The 1 wreath'd at thy feet are re- 
gn d, b 
This, this 17 my pride — then is Phillis un- 
ind ? * 
Then, then, then is Phillis unkind ? 
Phlllis. 
How frail the diſguiſe a fond lover would try! 
How wy we thin ſnare that the ſoul would 
elle! | ; 
Hence, hence, with Suſpicion ! away from the 
grove, | 
And po at the church that Truth waits upon 
ove: | kts 
Prove, prove, that Truth waits upon Love. 


S 2 SONG 


8 e 
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4 Paſtoral Song, fung by Mr. Hudſon, at Rane« 


lagh. Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


WY HAT Shepherd, or Nymph of the grove, 


Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, 
Since Phabe no longer is here? 
My flocks, it at random they ſtray, 
(What wonder, if ſhe's from the plains?) 
Her hand they were wont to obey; 
She rul'd both the ſheep and the Swains, 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray'd 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill ? 


There, ſweet by my ſide as ſhe lay, 


And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
How {ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold! 


How oft would I ſpy out a charm, 
Which before had been hid from my view ! 
And, while arm was entolded in arm, 
My lips to her lips, how they grew ! 
How long the ſweet conteſt would laſt ! 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt, 
What pleaſures and pain each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt, 


No changes of place, or of time, 
T felt when my fair one was near; 
Alike was each weather and clime, 
Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the year: 


w! 
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In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 
Did we melt on the boſom of May; 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
If we roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk ; 
She had all the kind gods could impart ; 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 
The deſpair, and the envy of art: 
There all that is worthy to prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreſt 
For the Graces were thron'd in her eyes, 
And the Virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt, 


S O N COCCAXELVY: 
Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 
an Strephon, a Shepherd, the pride 
of the plain, ö 
Each day is attempting my kindneſs to gain: 
He takes all occaſions his flame to renew; 
I always reply, that his courting won't do. 


He ſpares no rich preſents to make me more kind, 

And exhauſts in my praiſe all the wit of his mind: 

I ay 'm engag d, and I wiſh him to go; 

He aſks me ſo oft, till I rudely tay No. 

To Thyrſis, laſt Valentine's day, the dear youth, 

] tell him I plighted my faith and my truth; 

That wa th cannot peace and contentinent be- 
ſtow, | 

And my heart is another's, —ſo beg he will go: 

That love is not purchas'd with titles and gold, 

And the heart that is honeſt can never be old ; 

That I ſigh not for grandeur, but look down on 


ſhow z | 
And to Thyrſis muſk r nor anſwer him No. 


3 He 


| 
| 
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He hears me, and, trembling all over, replies, 
If his ſuit J prefer not, he inſtantly dies: 

He gives me his hand, and would force me to go; 

J pity his ſuff ring, but boldly ſay No. 

J try to avoid him, in hopes of ſweet peace; 

He haunts me each moment to make me ſay Yes: 

But to-morrow, ye fair-ones, with Thyrſis I go; 
And truſt me, at church, that I will not ſay No. 


O D l. 
EAR the fide of a pond, at the foot of a hill, 
A free-hearted fellow attends on his mill; 
Freſh FROM blooms her ſtrong roſy hue o'er his 
ace, 


And Honelly gives &en to aukwardneſs grace: 


Beftour'd with his meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at night, he's as bleſt as a King; 


After heartily eating, he takes a full {will - 
Ol liquor home-brew'd, to ſucceſs of the mill. 


He makes no nice W of toll for his trade, 


For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid: 

His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 

And he values not them of ten thouland a year: 

He's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote; 

At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat : 

He hates your proud placemen ; and, do what 
they will, [mill. 

They ne'er can ſeduce the ſtaunch man of the 

On Sunday he talks with the Barber and Prieſt, 

And hopes that our Stateſmen do all for the beſt ; 

That the 2 ſhall ne er interrupt our free 

F trade, 
Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid: 


He fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, 


And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtil} may have 4 5 
L | 0 


ait! 


Tho? old England, he knows, may have ſtrength 
and have ſkill, 6 | 
To protect all her manors, and ſave his own mill. 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 

And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 

And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 

Or with the ſtiff plough turns up furrows of clay : 

His harveſt is crown'd with a good Engliſh glee, 

That his country may ever be happy and free: 

With his hand and his heart to King George 
does he fill, | . 

May all loyal ſouls act the man of the mill! 


SON G - CCCXLVII. 
Sung in The Merchant of Venice. 


"* O keep my gentle jelle, | 
What labour would ſeem hard! 
Each toilſome taſk how eaſy, 


Her love the ſweet reward! 
Her love the ſweet reward! 


The bee, thus uncomplaining, 
Eſteems no toil ſevere ; 

The ſweet reward obtaining + 
Of honey all the year, 
Of honey all the year. 


s O N G CCCXLVII. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


H O” Chloe's out of faſhion, 
Can bluſt and be ſincere ; 
I'll toaſt her in a bumper, 
If all the belles were here, 
1 What 


„ 
What tho' no di'monds ſparkle 
Around her neck and waiſt, 
With ev'ry ſhining virtue 
The lovely maid is grac'd, 
In modeſt, plain apparel ; 
No patches, paint, nor airs ; 
In debt alone to Nature, 
An angel ſhe appears: 
From gay coquettes, high finiſh'd, 
My Chloe takes no rules, 
Nor envies them their conqueſts, 


The hearts of all the fools. 


Who wins her muſt have merit, 
Such merit as her own ; 
The graces all pofieſſing, 
Yet knows not ſhe has one; 
Then grant me, gracious heay'n, - 
The gifts you moſt approve, 
And Chloe, charming Chloe, 
Will bleſs me with her love. 


S W N.Q COCOTLIY. 
DAMON and SYLVIA. A Dialogue, 
Set by Dr. Arne, | 


Damon. 

2 Sylvia, no longer my paſſion deſpiſe, 

Nor arm thus with terror thoſe beautiful 
eyes, 

Nor arm thus with terror thoſe heautiful eyes: 
They become not diſdain, but moſt charming 
| would prove, ove, 
If once they were ſoſten'd with ſmiles and with 
If once they were ſoſten'd with ſmiles and with 


love, 
2-'ia, 
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| Sylvia. 

While J with a ſmile can each Shepherd ſubdue, 
Oh, Damon, I muſt not be ſoſten'd by you, 
Oh, Damon, &c. | 

Nor fondly give up, in an unguarded hour, 

The pride of us women, unlimited pow'r, 

The pride, &c. 


Damon. 
Tho' power, my dear, be to deities giv'n, 
Yet generous pity's the darling of heav'n, 
Yet generous, &c. 
Oh then be that pity extended to me, 
Ill kneel and acknowledge no goddels but thee, 
Pll kneel, &c. 5 
Sylvia. 
Suppoſe to your ſuit I ſhould liſten awhile, 
And only for pity's ſake grant you a ſmile, 
And only, &c. 
Damon. 
Nay ſtop not at that, but your kindneſs improve, 
And let gentle pity be ripen'd to love, 
And let, Sc. | 
Sylvia  _ . 
Well, then, faithful Swain, I'll examine my heart, 
And if it be pollible, grant you a part, 


alogue, 


. And if, &c, | 
1p 9 Damon. 
an Now that's like yourſelf, like an angel expreſs'd ; 
a For grant me but part, and Pl ſoon Real the reſt, 
lr For gtant, Sc. f 
ove : Both. a [lieve; : | 
ard Take heed, ye fair maids, and with caution be- | 


Nenn For love's an intruder, and apt to deceive, I 
For love's an intruder, and apt to deceive : | 


20 ia, IF When 
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When once the leaſt part the ſly urchin has gain'd, Wh 
Yau'll ne'er be at eaſe till the whole is obtain'd, 
You'il ne'er be at eaſe till the whole is obtain'd, 


SON G CCC. 
Os FRIENDSHIP. Set by Mr. Gerard, Tis 


HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
And Friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can 


| meet; — nd, Giv 
How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching a- | 
This fource of content is fo rare to be found? Fu 
Oh, Friendſhip! thou balm, and rich ſweetner Ye | 
of lite ; 1 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, Exe 
But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour? A 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend ? 
Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace : 
| When fortune is ſmiling what crowds will appear, 


Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip fincere ; | 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out 
iltreſs, C 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 1 
„  CECLE 
Sung originally in The Way to Keep Him, by Miſs 
y Macklin. Set by Mr. Smith, 0 4 : 
'TTEND, all ye fair, and I'll tell you the art 
To bind ev'ry fancy with eaſe in your I 


chains; 1 
To hold, in ſoft fetters, the conjugal heart, 
And baniſh from Hymen his doubts, and his 


ains, 
WT When 
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When Juno accepted the ceſtus of Love, 


gn 0, She at firſt was but handſome, yet charming 
ain d. became 3 | 
1895 It taught her with (ill the ſoft paſſions to move, 
To kindle at once and to keep up the flame. 
erard, Tis this magic ſecret gives the eyes all their fire, 
leceit, Lends the voice melting accent, impaſſions 
N can the kiſs; S 
ound, Gives the mouth the ſweet ſmiles that awaken 
ing a- deſire, [bliſs. 
nd? And plants round the fair each incenũive to 
seiner Ye fair, take the ceſtus, and practiſe its art; 
The mind unaccompliſh'd, mere features are 
x : vain ; Theart, 
. Exert your ſweet pow'r, you'll conquer each 
And the Loves, Joys, and Graces, will walk 
riend, in your train. | 
end ? 
eaſe, SQ MY. COCLIE 
455 Set by Dr. Arne. 
4 4 1 | Þ av + to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine ; 


it out. 
| Or leave a kiſs but on the cup, 


And I'll not wiſh for wine. 
The thirſt that from the ſoul does riſe, 
; Does aſk a drink divine; 
by Miſs But might I of Jove's neRar ſip, 
| I would not change for thine, 


the art 
your I ſent thee late a roſeat wreathe, 


Not ſo much hon'ring thee, 
« As giving it a hope, that the. e 
1d his It could not wither'd be: 


When 


But 
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a" Goes (xr 
3 8 _ 


But thou thereon didſt only breathe, 

And ſent it back to me:; | 13 
=. Since which it blooms, and ſmells, I ſwear, 
1 Not of itſelf, but thee. * 

GN ern. An 
IN. | IF 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent. 

V? UNG Colin was the bonnieſt ſwain, An 
That ever pip'd on flow'ry plain, 
Or danc'd upon the lee: Me 
The wanton kid, in gameſome round, f 
That frolicks o'er the flow'ry ground, Fo 
Was not ſo blythe as he. ] 
Beneath the oak, in yonder vale, He 
You'd think you heard the nightingale, 155 
Whene'er he rais'd his voice: 8 4 

Pat, ah ! the youth. was all deceit, | | 
is vows, his oaths, were all a cheat, An 
And choice ſucceeded choice, ( 
SE 5 Ice 
The maidens ſung, in willow groves, 5 
Of Colin's falſe and perjur'd loves; W] 
Here Jenny told her woes : ( 
And Moggy's tears increas'd the brook, No 
Whoſe cheeks like dying lilies look, | 0 
That once out- bluſſid the roſe. To 
Unhappy fair, my words believe, 8 
So ſhall your fwain your hopes deceive, Ho 
And leave you to delpair : 1 
re he diſcloſe his fickle mind, On 
>hange firſt yourſelves, for, ah ! you'll find I 
: Falſe Colins every where. Yet 
| 8 

SQNG 


wear, 


vain, 


ind 


QNG 
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8. 0 NG  COECETV;! 
HEBE. A Paſtoral. Set by Dr. Arne. 
W EN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 

What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
And I thought (but it might not be ſo) 
She was ſorry to ſee me depart ; 
She caſt ſuch a languiſhing view, 
My path I could ſcarcely diſcern ; 
And ſo ſweetly ſhe bad me adieu, 
I thought ſhe had bid me return. 


Methinks ſhe might like to retire 

To the grove I had labour'd to rear, 
For whateverT heard her admire, 

[ haſted and planted it there. 
Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, 

So much I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays 
l'm ſure ſtill to love her the more. 


And now, ere ] haſte to the plain, 
Come, Shepherds, and ſing of her lays; 
I could lay down my life for the ſwain + 
That would ſing me a ſong in her praiſe : 
While he ſings, may the maids in the town 
Come flocking, and liſten the while ; 
Nor on him let Hebe once frown 
Though I cannot allow herto ſmile. 
To ſee, when my charmer goes by, 
e Hermit peep out of his cell, 
How he thinks of his youth, with a ſigh, 
How fondly he wiſhes her well ! 


On him ſhe may ſmile, if ſhe pleaſe, 


It will warm the cold boſom of age ; 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, 
Such ſoftneſs will ** the Sage. 


I've 


2 . 
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P've ſtole from no flow'rets that grow, Ima 
To paint the dear charms I approve ; 
For what can a bloſſom beſtow, | Bid 
So ſweet, ſo engaging as love? pg” 
ng in a ruſtical way, 
A Shepherd, and one of the throng ; The 


Vet Hebe approves of my lay, 
Go, Shepherds, and envy my ſong. 


% IX0LV. 
Sung in the Maſque of Alfred. Set by Dr. Arne, 


S calms ſucceed when ſtorms are paſt, 
And til] the raging main; 
So Love will have its hour at laſt, 
And*borrow ſweets from pain. 


No more we'll ſhun the face of day, 
Within theſe ſhades to mourn; 

All joys with Alfred fled away, 
All meet in his return,” 


S ON G CCCLVI. 74 


The LOVELY ROSE. Set by Dr. Arne, That 
The Werds taken from Waller. But 
I 
Eo lovely roſe, tell her that waſtes her time 115 
and me, [ther Worc 
"Chat now ſhe know s, when I reſemble her s Idea 
How {weet and fair ſhe ſeems to be. 2 tc 
Tell her that's young, and ſhuns to have her 92 
graces ſpy'd, [men abide, Thy! 


"That hadſt thou ſorung in deſarts, where no Thy 
T! 0u l have uncommended dy'd. 4 


Small Perfo 


Arne, 


= 


7. Arne, 


her time 
has 
le her to 


1ave her 
en abide, 
yhere no 
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Small is 8 of Beauty from the light re- 
9 tir” 3 

Bid her come forth, ſuffer herſelf to be deſfir'd, 
And not bluſh ſo to be admir'd. 


Then die, that ſhe the common fate of all things 

rare {they ſhare, 
May read in thee, how ſmall a part of time 
That are ſo wond'rous ſweet and fair. 


SONG CCCLVIL 
Set by Dr. Arne. . 
OO late for redreſs, and too ſoon for my eaſe, 


I ſaw you, I lovd, and I wiſh'd I could 


; Picatc 3 . 
Reflection ſtood till, while I fancy'd your eyes 
Read the language of mine, and reply'd to my 


ighs : 

Thus cheated by Hope, I unheeded went on, 

And judg'd of your heart by the throbs of my 
own: 

Deluſive, fond Hope, ſeem'd at laſt to perſuade 

That Friendſhip, that Kindneſs, with Love was 


repaid, 
But, alas! all is chang'd, and with anguiſh I 
find [thought kind; 


Words and looks prove but civil, which once I 
Idea no longer its ſuccour will lend, 3 
To form the fond Lover, or fix the firm Friend: 
Then 5 my poor heart, and no longer com- 
plain, 
Thy Honour, thy Virtue, pronounce it is vain: 
Thy thoughts ſwell to crimes; drive this Love 
trom thy breaſt, pico 
Perform well thy duty, let Fate do the reſt. 


T 2 | SONG 


* 
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SONG CCCLVIN. 
Te CH ARMS IS AB EI. Orc 


ſ 

Set by Dr. Arne. N { 

AIR is the ſwan, the ermine white, To x 

F And fair the lily of the vale; Am 
The moon, reſplendent Queen of night, Ado! 
And ſnows that drive before the gale : And 

In fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, But « 
But fairer is my Iſabel. | To! 
Sweet is the vi'let, ſweet the roſe, Hel! 
And ſweet the morning breath of May ; Tor 
Carnations rich their ſweets diſcloſe, Too 
And ſweet the winding woodbines ſtray: Who 
In ſweetneſs theſe the reſt excel, And 
But ſweeter is my Iſabel. Liſte 
Conſtant the Poets call the Dove, But! 
And am'rous they the Sparrow call: He c 
Fond is the Sky- lark of his love, Whi. 
And fond the feather'd lovers all: And 

In fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, Oh! 
But fonder I of Iſabel. Agai 


S O OA UM. 
The SHEPHERDESS. Set by Dr. Arne, 


Seek my Shepherd, gone aſtray ; 

| ] He Keg & the other day : | V 
ell me, ye gentle Nymphs and Swains, Who 
Paſs'd the dear rebel through your plains ? W 
Oh! whither, whither muſt I roam Say, 

To find, and charm the wand'rer home ? 
Sports he upon the ſhaven green, And 
Or joys he in the mountain ſcene ? Ar 


Leads 
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Leads he his flocks along the mead, 
Or does he ſeek the cooler ſhade ? | 
— Oh! teach a wretched nymph the way 
To find her lover gone aſtray, 


te, To paint, ye maids, my truant ſwain; 
A manly ſoftneſs crowns his mien; 

ht, Adonis was not half fo fair; 

le: And when he talks, *tis heav'n to hear! 


But oh ! the ſoothing poilon ſhun ; 
To liſten is to be undone. 


He'll ſwear no time ſhall quench his flame; 
lay; To me the perjur'd ſwore the fame; 
| Too fondly loving to be wiſe, 
; ſtray; Who gave my heart an eaſy prize, 
And when he tun'd his Syren voice, 
Liſten'd, and was undone by choice. 


But ſated now, he ſhuns the kiſs 
He counted once his greateſt bliſs ; 
Whilſt I with fiercer paſſions burn, 
And pant and die for his return. 
Oh ! whither, whither ſhall I rove, 
Again to find my ſtraying love? 


$.:01N G Cees. 
. Arne. The WAY ©» KEEP HIM. 


V E fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 
To captivate the will; 


3 Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm; 
s? Whoſe frowns at once can kill: 

day, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
? Where flatt' ry wha no part; 


And honeſt verſe, that flows ſincere 
And candid from the heart? 
Leads | ED Pq. 


Great 


244 . 
Great is your pow'r ; but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, 
If, as ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage: 
Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take; 
For who's to Beauty blind ? 
But to what end a priſoner make, 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind ? 


Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain; 
Learn that belt art, the art to hold 
And lock the Lover's chain. 
Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſc again as faſt; 
Though Beauty may the charm þegift, 
?Tis Sweetnels.makes it laſt, | 


p 8 ON G CCCLXL. 
The MEN wil ROMANCE. 
„ I enter'd my teens, and threw 
play-things aſide, 
I conceiv'd myſelf woman, and fit for a bride; 


By the men [| was flatter d, my pride to enhance; 
For the Maids will believe and the Men wall 


* 


romance! i 
They ſwore that my eyes the bright di'mond 
excelFd, held! 


Such a face, and ſuch treſſes, ſure ne' er were be- 
That to gaze on my neck was all rapture and 
trance! romance. 


Ohl the Maids will believe, and the Men will 


Young Polydore ſaw me one night at the ball, 
And ſwore to my charms de a conqueſt muſt = | 
| " : 


threw 


ride; 
hance; 
n will 


i' mond 
[held ! 


ere be- 


re and 
mance. 
en Will 
ball, 

iſt fall ; 


On 
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On his knees he intreated my hand for a dance: 
Ah! the Maids will believe, and the Men will 
romance. 


He conducted me home, when the paſtime was 
o'er, [fore ; 

And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much beauty be- 

He ogled and figh'd, as he ſaw me advance: 

Ah! the Maids will believe, and the men will 
romance. 


Then day after day I his company had: 

At length he declar'd all his flame to my dad; 

But my father lov'd money, and would not ad- 
vance, | [ mance. 

And reply'd to my lover, Young Men will ro- 


But tho' my papa would not give us a ſhilling; 

My Polydore ſwore he to wed me was willing ; 

So to * we both went, and at night had a 
ance 


And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. 


Ss Om G een. 


C ANT ATA. Tranſlated fu the French 
by the late Lord Lanidown, | 


Sung by Mr. Beard. Set by Dr. Arne. 


RO LI C and free, for pleaſure born 
Dull, ſelf-denying fools I ſcorn: 
The proffer'd bliſs 1 ne'er refuſe, 
Tis often troubleſome to chuſe. 
Lov'ſt thou, my friend? I love at ſight: 
Drink'ſt thou? this bumper does thee right : | 
At random with the ſtream I flow, ' - | 
And play my part where-c'er 1 go. 


9 


But, 
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But, God of Sleep, fince we muſt be 
Oblig'd to give ſome hours to thee ; 
Invade me not while the full bowl 
Glows in my cheeks, and warms my ſoul! 
| Be that the only time to ſnore, 
When I can laugh and drink no more: 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy reign, 
For Pm in haſte to live again. 


But, oh ! if melting in my arms, 

The nymph belov'd, with all her charms, 
In ſome ſoft dream ſhould then ſurprize, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies; 
Gentle ſlumber, prithee ſtay ! 

Slowly, ſlowly, bring the day! 

May no rude noiſe my bliſs deſtroy ! 
Such ſweet deluſion's real joy. | 


S ON G CCCLXIIL. 


KITTY ; or, The FEMALE PHAETON. 
Set by Dr. Arne, and ſung at Vauxhall, 


The Words by Mr. Prior. 


TD AIR Kitty, beautiful and young, 
And wild as colt untam'd, 
Beſpoke the fair from whence ſhe ſprung, 
ith little rage inflam'd ; 
Inflam'd with rage and fad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd, 
And ſorely vex'd to play the Saint, 
While Wit and Beauty reign'd, 
While Wit and Beauty reign'd. 
And ſorely vex'd to play the Saint, 
While Wit and Beauty reigu'd. 


| Muſt 


82020 


„ 


Muſt 
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Maſt Lady Jenny friſk about, 
And viſit with her couſins ? | 
At balls mult ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 
What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 
What hidden charms to boaſt, | 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt? 
While I am ſcarce a toalt ? 3 
That all mankind for her ſhould die 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt? 


Dear, dear mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my fortune try; 
I'! have my Earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 3 
Fond love prevail'd, mamma gave way, 
Kitty, at heart's deſire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire, 
And ſet the world on fire. 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 


VV 
DUETTO, in the Oratorio of Joſeph. 


YEE ſweeter than the new-blown 
roſe 

Or breezes from the new-mown cloſe? 

What's ſweeter than an April morn, 

Or May-day's filver fragrant thorn ? » 

What than Arabia's ſpicy grove ? 


Oh! ſweeker far the Breath of Love. 


SONG 


C and | 


S O N G CCCLXV. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HAT means that tender ſigh, my dear? 
Why ſilent drops that cryſtal tear? 
What jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, 
Where love and peace delight to reſt ? 
What tho' thy Jockey has been ſeen 
With Molly ſporting on the green ? 
*T'was but an artful trick to prove 
The matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 


Tis true, a noſegay I had dreſt 

To grace the witty Daphne's breaſt, 

But 'twas at her deſire, to try 

It Damon calt a jealous eye: 

Theſe A will fade by morning dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawn; 
But in thy fragrant boſom lies 

A ſweet perfume that rever dies, 


S ON G CCCLXVI. : 
COLIN and PHILLIS; a Paſtoral Dialogue, 


Sung by Mr. Beard and Miſs Hallam, in The 
Arxcadian Nuptials. 
5 a Colin. 
HX hark! o'er the plains what glad 
tumults we hear! | | 
How gay all the Nymphs and Shepherds appear! 
With myrtles and roſes new deck'd are the bow'rs, 
And ev'ry buſh bears a garland of flow'rs. 
T can't, fof my life, what it means underſtand; . 
There's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand ; - 
Not harveſt, nor ſheep-ſhearing, now can take 


+ place ; | [Phillis enters. 
But Phillis will tell me the truth of the caſc. 


— 


e i Cf <2 — 5 


dear? 
? 
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Phillis. 
The truth, honeſt lad? Why ſurely you know 
What rites are prepar'd in the village below, 
Where 24 young Thyrſis, ſo fam'd and 

ador'd, 
Weds Daphne, the ſiſter of Corin our lord; 
That Daphne, whoſe beauty, good-nature, and. 
a 7-5. [pleaſe ; 
All fancies can ſtrike, and all judgments can 
That Corin—but praiſe muſt the matter give o'er; 
You know what he is—and I need ſay no more. 


Colin, 
Young Thyrſis, too, claims all that honour can 
| end, friend 
His countrymen's glory, their champion and 
Tho? ſuch flight memorlals ſcarce ſpeak his de- 
ſerts; | | - © [hearts 
And, truſt me, his name is engrav'd on their 


Phillis, 
But hence, to the bridal, behold how they throng ! 
Each Shepherd conducting his ſweetheart along: 
The joyous occaſion all-nature inſpires 
With tender affections and chearful deſires. 


Duetto. 

Ye pow'rs, that o'er conjugal union preſide, 
AE down on the bridegroom and 

ride, | 
That beauty, and virtue, and valour may ſhine 
In a race like themſelves, with no end to the line: 
Let honour, and glory, and riches and praiſe, 
Unceaſing attend them thro' numerous days; 
And, while in a palace fate fixes their lot, 
Oh! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a cot! 


K 


[ 228 ] 


SONG CCCLXVIL 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


S Iwent o'er the meadows,no matter the day, 
A Shepherd I met who came tripping that 


| way ; 

I was going to fair all ſo bonny and gay. 

He aſk'd me to let him go with me there; 

No harm ſhall come to you, young damſel, I 
| ſwear ; 

Til buy you a fairing to put in your hair. 


You've a good way to go, it is more than a mile, 
We'll reſt, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon ſtile; 
I've a ſtory to tell, that will charm you the while. 
'To go with him farther I did not much care; 
Bur {till I went on, not ſuſpecting a ſnare; 

For I dream'd of a fairing to come from the fair, 


To make me more eaſy, he ſaid all he cou'd: 
"any > — to leave him, unleſs he'd be good ; 
or I'd not for the world he ſhould dare to be 
rude. [year : 
1 had promis'd, and baulk'd me laſt 
If he ſhould do ſo, I would go no more there, 
Tho'I long'd e'er ſo much for a gift from the fair. 


When we got to the ſtile, he would ſcarce be 
ſaid no; [grow : 

He preſs'd my ſoft lips, as if there he would 

{Take care how that way withaShepherd you go.) 

Contounded I ran, when I found out his ſnare : 

No ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch hands will I wear, 

Nor go, while I live, for a gift to the fair. 
| SONG 
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SON G CCCLXVIE. 


Tie MORNING. A Cantata, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


TY E glitering ſun begins to riſe 

A On yander hill, and paints the ſkies ; 
The bark his warbling matin fings; 

E c. flow'r in all its beauty ſprings ; 

The village up, the Shepherd tries 

lis pipe, ang to the woodland hies. 


Oh! that on th' enamel'd green 

My Delia, lovely maid, were ſeen, 
Freſher than the role's bloom, 
S:veeter than the mead's pertume, 


Co, gentle gales, and beer my ſighs away, 

T. Delia's ear the tender notes convey: 

As {ome lone turtle his laſt love deptores, 

Ani with fhrili echoes fills the ſounding ſhores, 
Sl, like him, abandon'd and forlorn, 

With ceaſeleſs plaints my abſent Delia mourn. 


Go, gentle tales, and bear my fighs along: 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'ning long, 
The winds to blow, the waving woods to move 
And ſtreams to murmur, ere I ceaſe to love. 


Not budbling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 
Nor balmy fleep to lab'rers ſpent with pain, 
Nor ſhow'rs to tarks, nor ſunſhine to the bee, 
Ars half fo pleaſing as thy ſight to me. 
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1 
s O N G CCCLXIX. a 
A TOUCH A TIMES. And ! 
The Words by James Worldale, Ei: Lik 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
OME liſten, and laugh at the times, Is the 


Since folly was never ſo ripe ; 

Fer ev'ry man laughs at thoſe rhimes ] 
That give his own follies a wipe: 8 
We live in a kind of diſguiſe; ( 
We flatter, we lye, and proteſt ; 1 
While each of us artfully tries ] 
On others to falten the jeſt. ] 

] 


The virgin, when firſt ſhe is woo'd, 
Returns ev'ry ſigh with diſdain ; 

And while by her lover purſu'd, 
Can laugh at his folly and pain : 


I 


But when from her innocence won, 
And doom'd for her virtue to mourn, V 
When ſhe finds herſelf loſt and undone, Whe 
He laughs (tho? unjuſt) in his turn. X A 
'The fools, who at law do contend, Butt 
Can laugh at each other's diſtreſs, T 
And while the dire ſuit does depend, 9 


Ne' er think how their ſubſtance grows leſs; 

Till hamper'd by tedious expence, 
Altho' to compound they are loth, 

They'll find, when reſtor'd to their ſenſe, 
The Lawyers fit laughing at both. 


But while we perceive it the faſhion 

For each fool to laugh at each other, 
Let us ſtrive, with a gen'rous compaſſion, 
To cortect, not contemn one another. 


„ 
we all have ſome follies to hide, Te 
Which, known, would diſhonour the beſt, 


ES. And life, when 'tis thorough! try'd, 
7; Like friendſhip, will ſeem but a jeſt. 
S ON G CCCLXX. 
Is the Engliſh Opera of Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne. 


H APPY day! for ever dear, 

1 Brighteſt of the circling year; 
Smiles like thine can Freedom charm, 
Glory crown, and Virtue warm. 
Peace comes {miling up to thee ; 
Pleas'd, comes onward Liberty ; 
Plenty, too, brings up the band, 
Dancing o'er this happy land. 


SON G CCCLAXL. - 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


W trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And flow'rs were fair to ſee; 
When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her eye; 
Blithe Jockey's looks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free: 
* Gang down the burn, my gentle love, 
leſs; And foon I'Il follow thee,” 


Now Jockey did each lad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn fide ; 
> And Mary was a bonny laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride: | 
Her cheeks were roly red and white; 
Her eyes were azure blue, 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like 8 
2 


What 


| „„ 

What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play; 
And nothing, ſure, unmeet! | 

For, ganging home, I heard them {ay 
They lik'd a walk fo ſweet: . 

His cheek to her's he fondly laid; 
She cry'd, “ Sweet love, be true; 

* And when a wife, as now a maid, 
Jo death Fl follow you.” 


8 O N G CccEXXII. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


WEET 1 ſweeteſt Nymph that liv*lt uu- 
ven 
Within thy airy cell, 
By ſlow meander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 
Where the love-lorn Nightingale 
Nightly to thee her {ad ſong mourneth well; 
Can'it thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
. That likeſt thy Narciſſus are ? 
O! it you have 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry cave, 
Tell me but where; 
SweetQueen of Parley, Daughter of the Sphere; 
So may'it thou be tauflated to the ikies, 
And give reſonnding grace to all heav'n's har- 
monies. | 


SONG CCCLIXXIT. 
Sung by Mr. Champnels, ia Harleguin's Iavaſion. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 
(OMe chear up, my lads, t is to glory we ſteer, 


To add ſomething new to this wonderful year: 


Lo honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; 
For ho are fo free as we ſon's of the waves? 
| Chorus. 


Ys 


r. Arne; 


Tis i uu- 
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| Chorus, 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our 
We always are ready, men; 


Steady, boys, ſteady; ; 
We'll fight and we'll conquer again and again. 


We ne'er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay; 

They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away: 

If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore ; 

For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 
Heart of oak, &c. 


They fwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes 

They'll frighten our women, and children, ang 

beaux; 7 | 

But ſhould their flat-hottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 

Still Britons they'll find to receive them on ſhore, 
Heart of oak, &c. 


We'll ſtill make th-m run, and we'll ſtill make 
them ſweat, 
In ſpite of the Devil, and Bruſſels Gazette : 
Then chear up my lads, with one voice let ug 
' fing King. 
Our Soldiers, our Sailors, our Stateſmen, and 
Heart of oak, &c. | 


S ON G CCCLXXIV. 


A Favourite Song, in the Oratorio of jodith. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. Set by Dr. Arne. 
AIN. is Beauty's gaudy flow'r, 
V Pageant of an idle hour; 
Born juſt to bloom and fade: 
Nor leis weak, leſs vain than it, 


Is the pride of human wit; 
The ſhadow of a ſhade. 


; | U 3 SONG 
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SON G CCCLXXV. 
Sung by Miſs Pope, in The Way to Keep Him. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


E fair married dames, who ſo often deploe, 
That a lover once blels'd is a lover no mic; 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has 
caught, 


The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of 
your eye, 

Your roſes and lilies, may make the men ſigh: 

But roſes and lilies, and lighs paſs away, 

And paſſion will die, as your beautics decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav rite 
guittar ; 
Tho' muſic in both, they are both apt to jar: 
How tuneful and folt trom a delicate touch, 
ot handled too roughly, nor play'd on too 
much! 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your 
hand, | [commani ; 

Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at 

Exert with your huſband the {ame happy fill; 

For hearts, like Fo birds, may be taui'd is 
your will 


Be gay and good-humout'd , complying and kird; 
Turn the Chief of your care from your fic 1 

your mind ; [prove 
- *Tis there that a wiſe may her conquelts im- 
And Hymen Ft rivet the fetters of love. 
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WorLDLYHAaPPINEsS in Site PHILOSOPHY. 


Set by Dr. Arne, | 


O curb the will, with vain pretence 

« Philoſophy her force employs, 
And tells us, in deſpite of ſenſe, 

That life affords no real joys : 

Such idle whims my heart ahjures; 

Envy me not, immortal Jove, 

If I prefer my bliſs to your's, 

Claſp'd in the arms of her I love. 
Since you have giv'n deſires to men, 
Deny us not enjoyment free: 

Mutt I be happy only then, 

When I, alas! ſhall ceale to be? 
Such idle whims my heart abjures ; 
Envy me not, immortal jove, 

If I prefer my bliſs to your's, 
Claſp'd in the arms of her I love. 


S O NU CCELXXYVIL, 
CANTATA. By Mr. Stanley. 
| AIX. 
WI ILE others barter eaſe for ſtate, 


And fondly aim at growing great, 
Let me, (with roſy chaplets crown'd,) 
Stretch'd on the flower-enamePd ground, 
The grape's nectareous juices quaff, 
Alternate fing, and love, and laugh. 
Already ſee the purple juice 
Reſplendent o'er my cheek diffuſe 
A ſecond youth! — Again, the bowl 
With warm deſires inflames my ſoul. 

| | REeciTa- 


i [ 236 ] 

30 | RRCITATIVE. 

Quickly, ah quickly! muſt I leave 
'The joys which wine and beauty give: 
Soon mult I quit my wonted mirth, 
And mingle with my parent earth, 
Where Kings, diveſted of their ſtate, 
With ſlaves ſuſtain a common fate. 


ATR 

Let then the preſent hour be mine, 
Bleſt in the joys of love and wine: 
Come, ye virgin throng, advance, 
And mingle in the ſprightly dance: 
To the lyre's enchanting ſound 
Nimbly tread the blithſome round; 
While the genial bowl inſpires 
Soft delight and gay deſires. 


S O N G CCCLXXVIIL 


CAx TATA. Sung by Mrs. Scott, at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr. Stanley, 


REeciTATIVE. 
A*® Delia, bleſt with ev'ry grace, 
Invok'd ſoft muſic's needleſs aid, 
Completely conquer'd hy her face, 
Thus gentle Strephon, ſmiling, ſaid: 


A1R. | 6 
Where partial nature may deny 
The pow'r of beauty's melting glance, 
Let tedious labour toil and try 
Too ſwell the ſong, or form the dance; 
But let your charms alone ſuffice, 
And truſt the mulic of your eyes. 


"OS. > 2  ” Rams. 7 oe T HEY WE 


Rxcira- 


Fl 

| RECITATELYE. 
Damon, who chanc'd to overhear, 
Thus ſpoke, as he approach'd more near; 
He flatters, do not truſt the ſwain, 

But liſten to my honeſt ſtrain, 


| I R. 
Wonders are told of Beauty's pow'r, 
Nor faintly warms the tunetul lay; 
Your voice and perſon ev'ry hour 
By dozens ſteal our hearts away: 
Then how trifling is the prize, | 
Since fops have ears, and fools have eyes! 


Ah! lovely nymph, indeed to bleſs EI 
Select the worthieſt ſwain you've won; 
Who, prizing ſound and colour iels, 
Admires you for your ſenſe alone; 
Then leave all little arts behind; 
And ſtudy to improve the mind. - 


clagh, 8 ON. CCOLAXIX; 
LYDIA; from SAPPHO. 4 Cantark; 
Set by Dr. Arne. | 

RecrrarTivet,'actompanicd. 


d, ENEATH this ſad and filent gloom; 

f I walte in ſighs my youthful bloom; 
But not the ſhades that baniſh day, 

. Drive Lydia's brighter form away. 

Her eaſy ſhape, her lovely mien, | 

ce, TI attractive ſmile of Beauty's Queen, 
Her ſparkling eyes, her flowing hair, 

es A wit ſo ſmart, ſo ſoft an air, 
The ſpighttul Gods contriv'd for ruin; 

B And deck'd her thus for my undoing. 
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A1 n. | 

Lovely Maid, all charms adorning, 
Born to give ſupreme delight, 

Fairer than the roly morning, 

Or the ſilver Queen of Night: 
Why, ungrateſul, doſt thou leave me 
Stay, thou cruel fair one, ſtay : 
Death attends if you deceive me— 

Lydia, why ſo far away ? 


RECITATIVE, accompanied. 
I dream, or her unequalPd charms 
Are folded in my rival's arms: _, 
See ! ſhe claſp the happy boy. 
Anguiſh waſte, 
Lightning blaſt, 
Tortures rend him, 
Death attend him, 
Ere he taſte the riſing joy. 


| REeciTaTive. 
No—let him triumph, let him prize 
The faithleſs wretch whom I deſpile, 


AIX. 


Wander, Lydia —ſo will J. 
And to nobler conqueſts fly : 
Roving, ranging, 
Ever changing, 
Gay and airy, 
orn to vary, 


Soon the treach'rous fair ſhall ſce 
I can be falſe as well asſhe. 


28 
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S ON G CCCLXXX. 

Su * Arne, in Queen Mab. 
188 eſt- below d offspring of Puck, our 
| Nimble, airy, [dear friend, 

HhBlichſome fairy, 

Careful Pl! thy ſteps attend: 

Whether wantonly teazing the clowns of the 
green, [Queen. 
Or dancing, by moonlight, with Mab our fair 


The ſons of dull mortals ſhall watch thee in vain: 
Thou ſtill ranging, 
Ever changing, 
Short and injur'd tread the plain: 
The maids ſhall admire thee as ſoon as thou'rt 
ſeen, (green. 
And court thee by moon-light to dance on the 


Thou rival, in ſwiftneſs, to lightning and air, 
Pl protect thee, 
And direct thee 
How t eſcape th' intended ſnare; 
And when thou return'ſt thou ſhalt m by our 


Queen 
Whilſt fairies 24 homage to Mab on the Green, 


SONG CCCLXXXL 
The RoasT Beer of OLD ENnGLanD. 


4 Cantata taken from a celebrated” Print of the 


ingenious'Mr. Hogarth. 

Riera rt. : 

WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
12 ſad Deſpair and Famine always 

wells, 

A meagre Frenchman, Madame Grandſires cook, 
As home he ſtcer'd his OT that way took: 
Bending | 


* 
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Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir-Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd, in vain, to dige: 


8 
* 


* — 
Y - 2 * * 4 NG a 
* ; Wo es i e 
22 5 7 2 
4 * — 2 : o y — F 


| Food father Dominick by chance came by, A 
1 ith roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; | 
. Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, I; 
3 His benediction on it he beſtow'd: 
1 And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs' d, P 
1 He lick'd his chaps, and thus the Knight ad- 
"3s | drel'd'; 13 11 1 
AI x. 
. (A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, &c.) H 
Oh rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, Wh 
If I was doom'd to have thee, ; Fro 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, By 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, | 800 
Not all thy country's foes combin'd, jak 


Should from my fury ſave thee. 


Renown'd Sir-Loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; | Sure 

On thee ev'n Kings have deign'd to feed Swe 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 

Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
Soup-maigre, frogs, and ſallad “d 


RECITATIVE. 


A half-ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean 
Who ſuch a fight before had never ſeen, IX 
Like Garrick's irighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 
His morning's meſs forfook the friendly bowl, 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole. 
He heav'd a figh, which gave his heart relief, 


And then, in plaiative tone, declar his grief. Upe 
| ane Alis. 


[ 241 J 
AI x, 
(Foote's Minuet.) 
Ah, here Dieu ! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tem wk red and vite 
Begar, it is de roaſt beef from Londre ; 
Oh ! grant to me von letel bite. 
But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel Fate dis boon denies; _ 
In kind compaſſion unto my * 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 
Rer. 
His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian . 
Whofe brazen front his country did betray, 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means to gain his daily bread. 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſery d, 
In blubb ring accents dolefully he cry'd ; 


AIX. 
( Ellen a Raon.) 

Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach t to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 

So taking thy fight is, 

My joy, that ſo light is, 
To view thee, by pailfuls runs out at my eyes. 
While here! 2 my life s not worth a far- 


thing [thing, 


While here 'F remain , my life's nat worth a far: 


Ah, hard-hearted Louis! 
Why did I come to you? 
The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me 
from ſtarving. | | 
REGI1TATIVE. | 
Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney ſate, 
Who fed his noſe, and 9 his ruddy pate; | 
| ut 


1 
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But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 
His dear-lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide; 
With lifted hand he bleſs' d his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe, 


A 1 >. 
(The Broom of Cowdenknows.) 
How hard, oh ! N is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 
O the beef! the bonny bonny beef, 
When roalted nice and browa ; 
I wiſh I had aflice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down! 


Ah ! Charley, hadit thou not been ſeen, 
This n&er had hipp'd to me; 
I would the de' el had pick'd mine ey'n 
Ere I had gang'd wi' thee. 
O the roaſt heef, Ge. 
REciTATEVE, 
ut, ſee! my Muſe to England takes her flight, 
here health and plenty ſocially unite; 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's 
throne, [known, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not 
Though Britain's fame in loftieſt trains ſhould 
ring, 
In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 
/ Hf i 


As once on a time, a young frog, pert and vain, 
| Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted the ſize he could quickly attain. 
O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 
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[2431 
Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mam ma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 


Ciy'd, © Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to 


blame. 
O the roalt beef, &c. 


But deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt, 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till a ſtraining too hard made him 
urſt. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear, 

The Ox is Old England, the Frog is Monſieur; 

Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear 
G the roaſt beef, &c. 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able 


To ſee the Sir-Loin ſmoaking hot on our table, 
The F * een burſt, like the Frog in the 
able. | 
O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roalt beef. 


S. ON G CCCLXXXIIL. 
favourite A 1 R, ſet by Mr. Stanley. 


„ T beauteous ſcenes enchant my 
| ie! 42 | ö 
How cloſely yonder vine 
Does round that elm's ſupporting height 
Her wanton ringlets twine ! 
That elm (no more a'barren ſhade) 
Is with her cluſters crown'd ; 
And that fair vine, without his aid, 
Had crept along the ground. 


X 2 Let 


| [ 244 ] 
Let this, my fair one, move thy heart 
Connubial joys to prove, 
Vet mark what age and care impart, 


Nor thoughtleis ruſh on love: Bu! 
Know thy own bliſs, and joy to hear I fa 
Vertumnus loves thy charms, 
The youthful god that rules the year, ( 
And keeps thy groves from harms. Lat 
While ſome with ſhort-liv'd paſſion glow; To 


His love remains the ſame; 
On him alone thy heart beſtow, 
And crown his conſtant flame: 
So ſhall no froſt's untimely pow'r 
Deform the blooming ſpring; 
So ſhall thy trees, from blaſts ſecure, 
Their wonted tribute bring. 


S ON G CCCLXXXIIL. 
KITTY FELL. Sung at Ranelagh: 


WY HEE Beaux to pleaſe the Ladies write; 
Or Bards to get a dinner by't, 
Their well-feign'd paſſions tell, 
Let me in humble verſe proclaim 
My love for her who bears the name 
Of charming Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, lovely Kitty, 
Oh — charming Kitty, Kitty Fell. 


That Kitty's beautiful and young, 

That ſlie has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, 
Alas! I know full well: 

I feel, and I ſhall ever feel, 8 

The dart more ſharp than pointed ſteel, 
That came from Kitty Fell, | 

1 Charming Kitty, Cc. | 


© 


ow, 


P 


Ot 


| [245] ] f 
Of late I hop'd, by Reaſon's aid, 7 
To cure n which Love had made, 
And bad a long farewel: 
But bother day ſhe croſs'd the green; 
I faw, I wiſh I had not ſeen 
My charming Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, &c. 


I aſk'd her why ſhe paſs'd that way: 
To church, ſhe cry'd—lI cannot ſtay: 
Why, don't you hear the bell? 
To church—oh ! take me with thee there, 
Ipray'd; ſhe would not hear my pray'r, 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell. 
Cruel Kitty, &c. 


And now I find *tis all in vain, 
] live to love, and to complain, 
Condemn'd in chains to dwell : 
For though ſhe caſts a ſcornful eye, 
In death my faultring tongue will cry, 
Adieu, dear Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, cruel Kitty, 
Adieu, ſweet Kitty, Kitty Fell, 


SON G CCCLXXXTV, 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Shepherd's Lottery. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 

+ dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 
Declar'd his fix'd paſhon, and dy'd for in 

ſong :; 57 27 e 

He weat, one May morning, to meet in the 
By her * dear appointment, this Goddeſs of 

oves. - | 0 

Mean time in his mind all her charms he = 
And doated on cach—Can a lover do more? 


3 He 


* [ 246 ] 
7 He waited, and waited; then, changing his 
ſtrain, 

Twas fury, and rage, and deſpair, and diſdain! 

The ſun was commanded to hide his dull light, 

And the whole courſe of nature was alterd 
| downright : ' | 

Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 

But never to thange—Can a lover do more? 


Cleora, it happ'd, was by accident there ; 

No roſe- bud ſo tempting, no lily ſo fair: 

He preſs'd her white hand—next her lips he 
eſſay d; 

Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil the maid: 

Her kindly compliance his. peace did reſtore, 

And dear Amaryllis—was thoveht of no more. 


S ON G CCCLXXXV. 


The NONPAREI LL E. 


| Set by Dr. Boyce, 

* nymph: that I love was as chearful as 
day, - [May , 

And as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in 

Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove, 

And her face was as fair as the Mother's of Love! 

- 'Tho? mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds 

Had teceives gentle odours from flowery beds; G 

warm in affection as Phœbus at noon, 
And as chaſte as the filver-white beams of the 
moon. 25 


Her mind was unſully'd as new-fall'n ſnow, 
And as lively as tints from young Iris's bow; 
As clear as the ſtream and as deep as the flood; 
She, tho” witty, was wife, and tho” beautiful, 
A good : — 00 
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The ſweets that each virtue or grace had in 


| ore, 

She cull'd as the bee does the bloom of each 
ow'r, - 

Which, treaſur'd for me, O] how happy was I! 

For tho' her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy | 


SON G CCCLXXXVI. 


O more, ye ſwains, no more upbraid 
A youth, by love unhappy made; 
Your rural ſports are all in vain, 
To ſooth my care, or eaſe my pain. 
Nor ſhade of trees, nor ſweets of flow'rs, 
Can e'er redeem my happy hours; 


When eaſe forſakes the tortur'd mind, 


What pleaſure can a lover find ? 
Yet, if again you wiſh to ſee 

Your Damon ſtill reſtor'd and free, 
Go try to move the cruel fair, 

And gain the ſcornful Celia's ear. 
But, oh! forbear with too much art 
To touch that dear relentleſs heart, 
Leſt rivals to my tears you prove, 
And jealouſy ſucceed to love. 


SON G CCCLXXXVIL. 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent, at Marybon- Gardens. 


Set by Mr. Dubourg. 


HE lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd coin 
The yellow-harveſt, free from ſpoil, 
Rewards the happy Farmer's toll; 
The flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, 
O'er which he tells the jocund tale. 
SONG 


| [ 248 ] 
S ON G CCCLXXXVIIL. 
JEALOUSY. 8 by Dr. Arne, 


EALOUSY begone, and leave me, T 
From my boſom, ah ! remove: 
While thou ſtay'ſt thou doſt but grieve me ; | pre 
Hence, thou foe to ſacred love ! To | 
Whilſt by thee the heart's directed, And 
All things double faces wear; 
Chloe, in th olaſs reflected, ö I rez 
Seems as falſe as ſhe is fair. The 
Harmleſs looks and flight expreſſions And 
Where love's eye no meaning reads, | Wer 
To ſome rival are confeſſions For 
Of a heart that ſor him bleeds. wor 
Cruel ſpy ! that ne'er diſcovers Such 
What may eaſe the frantic mind, Tha 
Hence, nor blaſt the bliſs of lovers: 
Leave us happy, leave us blind. bo 
S O NG CCCLXXXIX. 2 
A Favourite Duetto, in the Serenata of Solomon, I The 
| Set by Dr. Boyce, | 
OGETHER let us range the fields He 3 
Impearled with the morning dew, If Pe 
Or view the fruit the vineyard yields, III 
Or the apple's cluſt'ring bough; | I fau 
There, in cloſe-embower'd ſhades, \ MWThio 
Impervious to the noon-tide ray, Will 
By tinkling rills, on roſy beds, If I 1 
We'll love the ſultry hours away. In a 
| SONG 


NG 
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8 0 N cn. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. 
THAT I might not be plagu'd with the non. 
ſenſe of men, 
I promis'd my mother again and again 
To ſay as ſhe bids me wherever I go, 


And to all that they aſk, or would have, tel! 
*em No. 


T reaily believe I have frighten'd a ſcore : - 
They'll want to be with me, I warrant, no more: 
And I own I'm nat ſorry for ſerving them ſo; 
Were the ſame thing to do, I again ſhould ſay No. 


For a ſhepherd I like, with more courage and art, 
Won't let me alone, tho? I bid him depart ; 
Such queſtions he puts ſince I anſwer him fo, 


That he makes me mean Yes, tho! my words are 
+ ſtill No. 


He aſk'd, did. I hate him, or think him too plain? 


(Let me die if he is not a clever young [Wain.) 

If he ventur'd a kiſs, if I from him would go? 

Then he preſs'd my young lips, while 1 bluſh'd, 
arid ſaid No. | 

He aſk'd if my heart to another was gone; 

If Pd have him to leave me, or ceaſe to love on? 

I meant my life long to anſwer him fo; 

| faulter'd, and figh'd, and reply'd to him, No. 


This 2 an end to his courtſhip he made; 
Will Phillis live longer a virgin? he ſaid; | 
If I preſs you to church, will you ſcruple to go? 
In a hearty good humour I anſwer No, no. 


165 SONG 
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S G NO CECKCT; 
The GOLDFINCH #v CHLOE. 
REC1TATIVE. : 

C ths Handels pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung 

The charms of heav'nly Liberty, 
A gentle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 

With ardour panted to be free; 

His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain; 
Vet Cer he flies, tunes forth this parting ſtrain, 


&$-Þo-:: 
Whilſt to the diſtant vale I wing, 
Nor wait the flow return of ſpring, 
Rather in leafleſs groves to dwell 
Than in my Chloe's warmer cell, 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, ſince by thee 
I firſt was taught ſweet Liberty. 


Sdon as the welcome ſpring ſhall chear, 
With genial warmth the drooping year, 
Fil tell, upon the topmoſt ſpray, 

Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 
And in my priſon learn'd from thee 
To warble forth ſweet Liberty. 


Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care, 

That kind concern let Strephon ſhare ; 
Siight are my ſorrows, flight my ills, 
To thoſe which he, poor captive! feels, 
Who kept in hopeleſs honds by thee, 
Vet ſtrives not for his Liberty. 


- $$: © N- G6. QECXCII. 
The ENGLISH PADLOCE. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


Ms Danae, when fair and young, a 
: Could 


(As Horace has divinely_ſung,) 
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Could not be kept from Jove's embrace, 
E By doars of ſteel, and walls of braſs: 
: Tell us, myſterious huſband, tell us 
\ WW Why ſo myſterious, why fo jealous ; 
Can harſh reſtraint, the bolt, the bar, 
21 Make thee ſecure, thy wife leſs fair? 
l dend her abroad, and let her ſee 
That all this world of pageantry, | 
rain, Which ſhe, forbidden, longs to know, 
Is powder, pocket-glaſs, and beau. 
Be to her. virtues ever kind, 
Be to her faults a little blind, 
Let all her ways be unconfin'd, 
And clap your Padlock—on her mind. 


S ON G CCCXCII. 


The LOVER's PETITION. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
FN than the op'ning lilies, 
Sweeter than the morning roſe, 
Are the blooming charms of Phillis; 
Richer ſweets does ſhe diſcloſe. 
Long ſecure from Cupid's pow'r, 
Soft repoſe had lull'd my breaſt, 
Till in one ſhort fatal hour, 
She depriv'd my ſoul of reſt. 
Cupid, : god of pleafing anguiſh, 
rom whoſe ſhafts I bleed and hurn! 
Teach, O! teach the maid to languiſh ! 
| Strike fair Phillis in her turn. 
8 From that torment in her breaſt, 
Soon to pity ſhe'll incline, 
And, to give her boſom reſt, 
Kindly heal the wound in mine. 


ould SONG 


[ 232 ] 
s O N O , CCCXCIV, 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, at Ranelagh, 
Set -by Dr. Arne. 


OVE's the tyrant of the heart, 
Full of miſchief, full of woe 3 
All his joys are mixt with ſmart; 
Thorns beneath his roſes grow; 
And ſerpent like he ſtings the breaſt, 
Where he is harbour'd and careſs'd. 


N. 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Jovial Crew, 
[ Made love to Kate, ; 
Long I figh'd for ſhe, 
Till I heard of late, | 
She'd a mind for me: 
I met her on the green, 
In her belt arr y; 
So pretty ſhe did ſe un, 
She ſtole my heart away. 
Oh! then we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much 
toblame? [ſame, 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 
As I fouder grew, 
She began to prate, 
Quoth ſhe—V!! marry you, 
And you ſhall marry Kate; 
But then I laugh'd and ſwore, 
I lov'd her more than ſo; 
Ty'd each to a rope*s end 
Is tugging to and fro. 


„Again we kiſg'd and preſs'd ; were we much to 


blame ? Icſame. 
$344 you been/in my place, you'd have 9 — 
| | 5 hen 
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Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid, 
She was wondrous ſick, - 
Dicky Katy led, 
Katy ſhe led Dick: 
Long we toy'd and play d 
Under yonder oak, 
Katy loſt the game, 
Tho' ſhe play d in joke! 
For there we did, alas! what I dare not name; 
Had you _ in my place, you'd have done the 
ame, 


* SONG CCCXCVI. | 
Te COMPARISON. Set by Dr. Arne. 


PARTING to death we will compare; 
For ſure, to thoſe who love ſincere, 
So dreadful is the pain; 
Such doubts, ſuch horrors, rend the mind: 
But, oh ! when adverle Fate grows kind, 
ack How ſweet to meet again ! 


ame. To thoſe try'd hearts, and thoſe alone, 
e the Who have the pangs of abſence known, 
The bliſsful change is giv'n ; 
And who—OQh! who, would not endure 
The pangs of death, if they were ſure 
To reap the joys of heav'n. 


SON G CCCXCVII. 
VALENTINE's- DAY. Set by Dr. Arne. 


h to WHEN bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 


ame. 
e the 
Then 


And dew drops gliſten'd on the thorn; 
When ſkylarks tun'd their carrols ſweet, | 
To hail the God of light and heat; 

| ES Philander, 


| __ h:2646J 
Philander, from his downy bed, 
To fair Liſetta's chamber ſped, 
Crying—Awake, ſweet love of mine 
Tm come to be thy Valentine. 


Soft love, that balmy 1 denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 
Which (that a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 
She artfully had'clos'd again: 

He ſunk, thus caught in Beauty's trap, 
Like Phebus into Thetis“ lap, 

Ani fiear forgot that his deſign, 

Was but to be her Valentine, 


She, ſtarting, cry'd—TI am undone, 
 Philander, charming youth, be gone! 
or this time, to your vows fincere, 
Make virtue, not your love appear: 
No ſleep has clos'd theſe watchful eyes 
Forgive the ſimple fond diſguiſe ;) 
o gen”rous thoughts, your heart incline, 
And be my faithful Valentine. | 


The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, 

Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead, 

And both agreed, ere ſetting ſun, 

To join two virtuous hearts in one; 
Their beauteous offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet effects of mutual love; 

And, from that hour to life's decline, 


She bleſs'd the day of Valentine. 


C CLOSOVIAT. 

The CAUTION. Ser by Dr. Arne. 

HILIR A's charms poor Damon took 
How eager he for billing! - 

When, lo! the Nymph the ſwain forſook, 


: 


To ſhew her pow'r of killing ; 


25 
1 
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In either eye ſhe ſheath'd a dart; 
He felt it never doubt him : 
Odzooks! a man were through the heart, 
Ere he cou'd look about him. 


But mark the end,—-with {cythe ſo ſharp 
Time o'er the forehead {truck her; 

And all her charms began to warp—- 

Then ſhe was in a pucker : 

She then began to rave and curſe, 
Her time ſhe paſs'd no better 

Yet ſtill had hopes, ere bad grew worſe, 
Some comely Swain might get her, 


Philira, ev'ry lad ſhe meets, 
Now makes an am'rous trial; 

But each with ſcorn her warmneſs treats ; 
Each frowns in cold denial. | 
Coquettes, take warning ; change your tune, 

This woeful caſe remember: | 
The hedfellow you flight in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December. 


SO N CECCXCTX. 
Sung by Mr. Andrews, at Sadler's-Wells. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill, | 


RECITATIVE. 

12 yonder beech's friendly ſhade 

Repair, my Aura, lovely maid ; 
And while our lambkins frolic make, 
Thy Shepherd's ny ſmiling take. 

"BY W 

Were to my wiſh thy temples bound, 
How India's gems ſhould blaze around! 
Yet wiſhes are but idle breath; 
Accept, in lieu, a roſy wreath : | 
Y 2 Had 


* 


: 

2 

f 
HF 
22 
44 
* 
3 
8 
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Had I proud Perſia at my beck, 
What gaudy robes my fair ſhould deck! 
But as it is, vouchſafe to wear 
What once enwrapt my fleccy care. 


Of burniſh'd gold, or filver fair, | 
Thoſe feet of thine ſhould ſandals bear: 
Bur all I have to offer now, | 

The hide of Dap, thy fav'rite cow. 

Said Aura—Sandals, robes, and crowns, 
Are ſlender proofs *gainſt fortune's frowns ; 
We've health and eaſe—Ts heaven ſcant ? 
Here, take my hand—we've all we want, 


S8 G M ! Ä 


The Words made to a favourite Scotch Air, in the 
| Overture of Thomas and Sally. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne, 
O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Blythe Jocky to young Jenny came; 

But, tho' ſhe lik'd him paſſing wee], 

She careleſs turn'd her .. 

Her milk-white hand he did extol, 

And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall: 

Unuſual joy her heart did feel, 

But ſtill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-wheel. 


Then round about her ſlender waiſt, 
He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd ; 
To kiſs her hand he down did kneel : 
But yet ſhe turn'd her Spinning-wheel. 


With gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe; 

He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes: 
Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; 
Yet ill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-wheel, 


Till 
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Till, bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſs'd, 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly guelſs'd ; 
Then puſh'd him from her rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her Spinning-wheel. 


At laſt, when ſhe e to chide, 
He ſwore he meant her for his bride: 
Twas then her love ſhe did reveal, 

And flung away her Spinning-wheel. 


; S 0 No. COLL 
BACCHUS and ARIADNE. A CAN TATA. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


REciTATIVE. 
W's T7 faithleſsTheſeus ſcarce had got on board, 
* When Ariadne wak'd, and miſs'd her lord: 
Sudden ſhe role, and to the beach ſhe flew, 

Arne. And ſaw his veſſel leſs'ning to her view: 
| She 2 her breaſt; ſhe ray'd, and tore her 
Alr; 
5 Then, in ſoft plaints, ſhe vented her deſpair, 


AIX. 
Ah! Theſeus, Theſeus, ſtay ! 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye winds, to blow! 
ind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, 
Nor waft my love away 
Ah ! whither wilt thou go? 
Could I have ſerv'd thee fo? Si 
Ah! Theſeus, faithleſs Theſeus, tell me why 
You fly from her who gave thee pow'r to fly ? 


RECITATIVE. 
The jolly god who rules the jovial bowl, 
Bacchus, whoſe pifts re-animate the ſou], 
Heard and beheld poor Ariadne's grief, 
Til, And, gently, thus a relief, 


- Alx. 
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AIX. 


Ceaſe, lovely Nymph, to weep, 
Wipe off that falling tear; 
Though Theſeus plough the deep, 
You've ſtill a lover here: 
I am Bacchus, god of wine, 
God of revelry and joy; 
If Ariadne will be mine, 
Mirth ſhall ev'ry hour employ. 
Come, Silenus, fill a cu 
Of my choiceſt 8 draught; 
Fill it, man, why fill it up; 
 *F will baniſh ev'ry gloomy thought: 
Fill it higher to the A 27g | | 
Come, my lovely mourner, drink! 


REctTATIVE. 


With ſoft reluctance ſhe at laſt comply'd, 

And to her lips the nectar'd cup apply'd ; 

'The potent draught, with more than magic art, 

Flew m_ her veins, and ſciz'd her yielding 
eart: 5 2 

In wine ambroſial all her cares were drown'd, 

And with ſucceſs the jovial god was crown'd ; 

While old Silenus, as he reel'd along, | 

Thus entertain'd them with his frolic ſong. 


a Alix. 

Learn hence, ye fond maidens, who droop and 
who pine, 

Learn hence, ye fond lovers, the virtue of wine: 

Let the Nymph, who's forſaken for one that's 

more fair,  [deſpair; 

Take 2 comforting glaſs, and "twill drown all: 


. 2 


And let 


Inſtead 


Jolly B. 
et hin 


Startir 


1 
C 
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And let the ood youth who would win the coy 
mald, . 
Inſtead of his Cupid's, ſeek Bacchus's aid. 
1 Bacchus ne'er fails of performing his part: 
et him ou the head, and you'll ſoon gain the 
cart. | 


S @Q NM Me. 
In Acis and Galatea, 
| Bras ſounds the alarm, 
And fear is a flying ; 
When beauty's the prize, 
What mortal fears dying? 
In defence of my treaſure 
I'll bleed at each vein; 
Without her no pleaſure, 
For life is a pain. 


3 NM iz CACHE 
CELIA. A CanTaTa. Set by Signor 
art, Paſqualli, and ſung at AKA 
ding RRCITATIVE, accompanied. 
þ $ 1 *tis Elizium all—in beauty dreſt, 
To Fancy's eye my Celia ſtood conteſt : 
N Her glance ſpake exſtacy: No more,“ ſhecries, 
No more my love ſhall weep and waſte in ſighs. 
“Be cheerful, Thyrſis, and again adorn | 
| „With lovely mirth thy ſoul for my return; 
and And then embrace me.”—Oh ! *twas heaven 
F to hear! 


= Starting I wake, but find no Celia near. 
that's „ | 
pair; To my lips than nectar ſweeter, 

n 2 Whereſoe' er I turn my eyes, 


Onlvy thee I view, dear creature; 
Ev'ry other object dies. 
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Still thy charming form is playing, 
Whether ſoft reclin'd by ſtreams, 


Or thro? ſhining crouds I'm ſtraying, 
When diſſolv'd in pleaſing dreams. 


SON G CCCCIV. 


Set by Dr. Arne, in Alfred. 


F thoſe who live in Shepherd's bow'r, 
Preſs not the gay and ſtately bed; 

The new-mown hay and breathing flow'r 
A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread. 


If thoſe who fit at Shepherd's board, 
Sooth not their taſte with wanton art; 

They take what Nature's gifts afford, 
And take it with a cheerful heart. 


If thoſe who drain the Shepherd's bow], 
No high and ſparkling wine can boalt ; 
With wholeſome cups they cheer the ſou], 


And crown them with the village toalt. 


If thoſe who join in Shepherd's ſport, 
Dancing on the daiſy'd ground, 
Have not the ſplendor of a court; 
Yet love adorns the merry round, 


bg DV ͤ» ( 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


s Colin rang'd early one morning in ſpring 


To hear the wo 
ſine ; 


Young Phoebe he ſaw ſupinely was laid, 


*'s choriſters warble a 


And thus in ſweet melody ſung the fair maid: 


And thus, &&. 


Of 


[263 } 

Of all my Kxperjence how vaſt the amount, 
Since fifteen Jong winters I fairly can count ! 
Was ever poor damſel ſo ſadly betray'd, 


To live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid ? 
To live, Cc. | 


Ye heroes triumphant by land and by ſea, 
Sworn vot'ries to love, yet unmindful of me; 
Of proweſs approv'd, of no dangers afraid, 
| Will you ſtand by like daſtards, and ſeeme amaid ? 
: Will you, c. . 


Ye counſellors ſage, who, with eloquent tongue, 

Can do what you pleaſe, with right and with 
wrong ; | 

Can it be or by law, or by equity ſaid, 

That a comely young girl ought to die an old 
maid ? WO : 

That a comely, Cc. a 


| Ye learned Phyſicians, whoſe excellent {kill 

5 Can ſave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill; 
To a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 
Who is ſick, very ſick, of remaining a maid, 
Who is lick, Sc. 


Ye fops, I invoke not to liſt' to my ſong, 
Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong, 
Ye echoes of echo, ye ſhadows of ſhade; 
For if I had you, I might ill be a maid. 
For if, Sc. g 


pring Voung Colin was melted to hear her complain, 

L Then whiſper'd relief, like a kind-hearted Swain z 
AndiPhobe, well pleaz'd, is no longer afraid 

Ot being neglected, and dying a maid. 

Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 


SONG 


aid: 
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S ON G CCCCVI. 
Set by Dr. Arne, in Alfred. 
* E Shepherd's plain life, 
Without guilt, without ſtrife, 
Can only true bleſſings impart; 
As nature directs, 
That bliſs he expects 
From health, and from quiet of heart. 
Vain grandeur and power, 
Thoſe joys of an hour, 
Tho' mortals are toiling to find; 
Can titles or now 
Contentment beſtow ? 
All happineſs dwells inthe mind, 


Behold the gay roſe, 
How lovely it grows, 
Secuxe in the depth of the vale! 
Yon oak, that on high 
Aſpires to the ſky, 
Both lightning and tempeſts aſſail. 


| DukErro. 
Then let us the ſnare 
Of ambition beware, 
That ſource of vexation and ſmart 
And ſport on the glade, 
Or repoſe in the ſhade, 
With health and with quiet of heart. 


SON G ECCCVIL. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe. Set by Mr. Worga@ 
fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 


Ard triumph o'er the heart, 
For once attentive be a while 


To what I now impart. Would 


Would 
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Would you obtain the Youth you love, 
The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him, 


As ſoon as Nature has decreed 
, The bloom of eighteen years, 
And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears; 
The youthful blood begins to flow, 
She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the lover's breaſt ; | 
And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, — 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt; | 
Be not too bold, nor yet too coy, 
With prudence lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to keep him. 


At Court, at Ball, at Park, or Play, 
Aſſume a modeſt pride; 

And, leſt your tongue your mind betray, 
In fewer words confide ; 

The maid, who thinks to gain a mate 
By giddy chat, will find too late, 
That's not the way to keep him. 


In dreſſing ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex; 
Nor let the arts of dear ſpadille 
Vour innocence perplex: 
Be always decent as a bride; 
* zy virtuous rules your reaſon guide; 
For that's the way to keep him. 


But 


[ 264 ] 
But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 
To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 


Of jealouſy beware; 
His love with kind compliance meet, 
Let conſtancy the work complete, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


S ON G CCCCVIII. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe. Set by Dr. Arne. 


12 as her Poet, of Celia to ſing, 
For emblems of heauty I fearch'd thro' the 
ſpring ; [ maid, 
To flowers foit blooming compar'd the ſweet 
But flowers, tho? blooming, at ev'ning may fade. 
Of ſunſhine and breezes I next thought to write, 
Of breezes ſo calm, and of ſunſhine ſo bright; 
But theſe with my tair no reſemblance will hold, 
For the ſun ſets at night, and breezes grow cold, 


The clouds of mild evening array'd in pale blue, 

While the ſun-beams behind them peep'd glit- 
tering through, 

Tho' to rival her charms they can never ariſe, 

Yet methought they look'd ſomething like Ce- 
lia's ſweet eyes; | 

Theſe beauties are tranſient ; but Celia's will laſt, 

When ſpring, and when ſunimer, and autumn, 
are paſt; 

For ſenſe and good-humour no ſeaſon diſarms, 

And the ſoul of my Celia enlivens her charms, 


At length on a fruit-tree a bloſlom I found, 

Which beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed fragrance a- 
round, | [ pray”: 
then thought the muſes had ſmiPd on my 
his bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 


Theſe c 
This de 
Be her x 


In natui 
This ble 
Mott la. 
But bet 
By natu 
80 Celi 
Þy her 


Shall r 
When! 


Ye 


N 


For 
VW 


ng, 
ro' the 
maid, 
ſweet 
fade. 
write, 
ght; 
hold, 
cold. 


blue, 
] glit- 


iſe, 


e Ce- 


I11aſt, 


rms, 
rms. 
J, 

ICC a- 
ray'r; 
n my 
fair; 
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Theſe colours ſo gay, and united ſo well, 
This delicate texture, and raviſhing ſmell, 
Be her perſon's dear emblem ; but where ſhall I 
8 
In nature, a beauty that equals her mind? 
This bloſſom, now pleaſing, at ſummer's gay Fall 
Mait languiſh at firit, and mult afterwards fall; 
But behind it the fruit, its ſucceflor, ſhall riſe, 
By nature diſtob'd of its beavteous diſguile : 
$2 Celia, when youth, that gay bloſſom, is fer, 
By her virtues improy'd, ſhall engage me the 
more, | - [primez 
Shall recall ev'ry beauty, that brighten'd her 
When her merit is ripen'd by love, and by time. 
S ON G QCCCCIX: 
We SHEPHERD. Set by Dr. Arne. 
O more the feſtive train III join: 
Adieu! ye rural ſports, adicu ! 
For what, ales have griefs like mine 
With paſtimes or delights to do? 
Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pleaſures prove, 
But I am all deſpair — love. 
Ah, Well- a-day] how chang'd am I} 
When late I ſeiz'd the rural reed, 
do ſoft my ſtrains, the herds hard by 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feed; 
Pur now my {trains no longer move, 
They're diſcord all, deſpair, and love, 
Brhold around my ſtraggling fheep, 
The faireſt once upon the lea; 
No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, 
Unfhorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me:. 
The Shepherds mourn-to fee them rove; 
They alk the cauſe, 2 anſwer, Love. 


Neglected 


4 


{ 266 ] 


Neglected love firſt taught my eyes 
With tears of anguiſh to o'erflow ; 
Tis that which fill'd my breaſt with ſighs, Her be 


And turn'd my pipe to notes of woe; M. 
Love has occaſion'd all my ſmart, The ſtr 
Diſpers'd my flock, and broke my heart. He 

And ev 

Geer. Js 1 

: | i No mo 

O Nymph that trips the verdant plains, To 
N With Sally can compare; Nor ev 
She wins the hearts of all the Swains, | Ad 
And rivals all the fair: No n:01 
The beams of Sol delightand clear, Ne 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll; Nor flo 
But Sally's ſmiles can all the year W 


Give pleaſure to the ſoul, 


When from the Eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, 

Her prelence bids the God of day 
With emulation glow : 

Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare; 

The playful lambkins ſkip around, 

And hail the filter fair. 


The lark but ſtrains his Iivid throat, 
To bid the maid rejoicg, 
And mimicks, while he ſwells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice: | 
The fanning zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſhe'll perfume, 
And ev'ry flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 
I bat for Sally bloom, 


ghs, 


T. 


The 
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The am'rous youths her charms proclaim 
From morn to eve their tale ; 
Her beauty and unſpotted fame 
Make vocal every vale ; | 
The ftream meandring thro? the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; 
And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe. 


No more ſhall blythſome laſs or ſwain 
To mirthful wake reſort, 

Nor ev'ry May-morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport ; 

No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor muſic wake the grove, 

Nor flocks look ſnow-lik2 on the hill, 
When I forget to love. 


S ON G CCCCXL. 


The HEROIC FAIR: 


Way with ſoft ſighs! for our danger alarms f 
Our country ſolicits our {miles to its aid; 
Let our beauty inſpirit its vot'ries to arms, 
And heroes alone win the hearts of the maid. 


Laſt month, my dear Colin, with tear-ſwimming 
" eyes, i volume of woe; 

Preſs'd my hand, while he look'd a whole 
Ev'n then (for my heart never wore a diſguiſe,) 
If you love me, ſaid I, go and conquer the foe. 


Goand ruſh to the fight, go and conquer the foe ; 
Securing your country's, ſecure your own blils.; 
Love ſhall nerve your bold arm, love ſhall proſper 

- each blow, | 
And the ruin of France ſhall ſecure you a kiſs. 
Z 2 Go, 
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Oo, then! He obey d, reſolv'd not to ſtay. 
But preſs'd my lips firſt; how ele could we part? 
J ſigh'd him ſucceſs, as the youth went away; 
For his worth had ſecur'd ev'ry-wiſh of my 
heart. i 
If by my example my ſex was inſpix'd, 
No nation would dare to provoke Britiſh rage; 
Our e * true courage would always be 
fi 5 yy 95 i 
And our {miles create Heroes in every age. 


s ON G Cc 
A HUNTING SONG. 
Set by. Mr. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 
RecirTaTiFE.. 
H ARK, the horn calls away; 
Come the grave, come the gay: 


Walke to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


Alix. 
From the Eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun- beams adorn 
The wiid heath, and the mountains ſo high, 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high; 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, - 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the vallies reply, 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Our forefathers ſo good | 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood. 
By encount'ring the hart and the boar, 
By encount'ring, Sc. 


Ruddy 


Still 1; 
Süll 1 
Wi. 
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xt Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
part? Age and Youth urg'd the chace, 
25; And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar, 
ot my And taught, &c. 

Hence, of noble deſcent, 

Hills and wilds we frequent, 
rage; Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 
ays be Where the, &c. 

Though in life's buſy day, 

296. Man of man makes a My, 


Still let ours be the prey of the field, 
Still let ours, &c. 
With the chace in full fight, 
5. Gods! how great the delight! 
hall. How our mortal ſenſations refine f 


How our, Cc. 

Where is care, where is fear? 

Like the winds, | in the rear; 
And the may's loſt in ſomething divine, 
And the man's, &c. 


Now to dort, my brave boys; 
Lo! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
high, Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
high; Toils and pleaſures recount, 
, And renew the chace over the bow}, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 


_ S'O N & CCCCXII. 
A BALLAD in the Modern Taofee, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
© ba RY young Roger accoſted me- 
thus,— 
Come i. pretty maiden, and give me 2 buſs, 


Ruddy 2 3 Lard & 
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Lord! fellow, ſaid I, mind your plough and 
your cart; 
Yes, I thank you for nothing, thank you for no. 
thing, thank you for nothing with ali my 
heart. 


Well, then, to be ſure, he grew civil enough, 
He gave me a box, with a paper of ſnuff; 

J took it, I own, yet had {till fo much art 

To cry, Thank you for nothing with all my heart. 


He ſaid, If ſo be he might make me his wife 

Good Lord] I was never ſo daſh'd in my life; 

Vet could not help laughing to ice the fool Rart, 

When I ITY him tor-nothing with all wy 
cart. 


Soon aſter, however, he gain'd my conſent, 

And with him, on Sunday, to chapel I went, 
But ſaid *twas my goodne!s more than his delert, 
Not to thank him for nothing with all my heart. 


The Parſon cry'd, Child, you muſt after me ſay, 
And then talk'd of honour, and love, and obey ; 
But faith, when his Reverence came to that part, 


There | thank'd him for nothing with all wy 


gart. 


At night our briſk neighbours the ſtocking 
would throw, 
I muſt not tell tales, but I know what I know; 
Young Roger confeſies I cur'd all his ſmart, 
And1 * him for ſomething with all my 
eart. 


so 


L ane ] 
SO N & (Cc. 


The HONEST FELLOW. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 
HO! pox o this nonſefiſe, I prythee give 


o'er, 
And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more ; 
Their face, and their air, and their mien, what 
a rout ! 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about, 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape, 

They dare not contide in the juice of the grape 

But we ne fellows —*ideath ! who'd ever 
thin 


Of puling for love, while he's able to drink? 


Of puling, &c. 


"Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows, 
Our joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes; 
Remember what topers of old ue'd to fing, 
The man that is drunk is as great as a King. 
The man, &c. | 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks, 

Anacreon's Caſes, ſce page twenty-fix ; 

The precedent's glorious, and juſt, by my foul ; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl. 
Lay hold, Ce. | 


What's life, but a frolic, a ſong, and a laugh? 
My toalt ſhall be this, while I've liquor to quaff, 
May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound, 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round, 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


$ONG 
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SON G CCCCXV. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Baildon. 


TTEND, ye nymphs, while I im 
The ſecret wiſhes of my heart; 5 
And tell what ſwain, if one there be, 


ym IN 


e ee 


I Whom Fate deſigns tor love and me, 
. Let Reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 
3 Let Honour all his actions guide; 

4 Stedfaſt in Virtue let him be, 

The ſwain deſign'd tor love and me. 


: Let ſolid Senſe inform his mind, 

1 With pure Good-nature ſweetly join'd ; 
Sure friend to modeſt Merit be 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Where Sorrow prompts the penſive ſigh, 
Where Grief bedews the drooping eye, © 
Melting in ſympathy I ſee 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Let ſordid Av'rice claim no part 

Within his tender, gen'rous heart; 

Oh! be that heart from Falſhood tree, 
Devoted all to love and me. 


SON G CCCCNVE. 
A Tr1o. Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Worgan, 


F. Y hence, grim Melancholy's train! 
Hence, walting thought, and years of pain! 
What to us 1s age and care, 

Eyes of grief, and looks of fear? 
* the laughter-loving train, 
This is Pleaſures boundleſs reign, 


lind 
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Mind not what the Stoics ſay ; 
Life is only for a day: 5 
Baniſh far Reflection's pow'r ; 
Loſe not one important hour: 
Fly the meagre hideous train; 


This is Pleaſure's boundleſs reign, 


Make the moſt of Beauty's pride; 
Youth and Beauty ſoon ſubſide: | 
Courted, yield, while yet you may, 
Cupid elſe will fly away : 
oin the ſportive, 2 train, 
his is Pleaſure's golden reign. 
Bacchus all his treaſure lends, ; 
Mirth and wine are conſtant friends,) 
ifts on high the human ſoul ; 


Dread no poiſon in the bowl. 


Seek the jovial roly train; 

This is Pleaſure's boundleſs reign. 
In the meadows ſafely ſtray, 

Innocence ſhall guard the way; 


And by moon-}ight, on the green, 


View the fairies, with their queen: 
Go where Love directs the train, 
For *tis Pleaſure's golden reign. 

Envy's ſnakes, all-murd'ring war, 
With phantom Honour, hence are far; 


Hope, and Peace, and joy ſincere, 


And Love, maintain their revels here: 
Haſte to join the feſtive train, 

This is Pleaſure's golden reign. 
Nor to ſcornful airs inclin'd, 

Know the ſeaſon to be kind: 

What woy!d all your beauty do, 
Should Shepherds once neglect to who ? 


R r 
eee, eee N "ag 
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See the beck' ning, ſportive train, 
Hark ! they cry, tis Pleaſure's reign, 


Freedom, with immortal ſhield, 
Guards the bleſſings we can yield; 


Freedom hails thee to reſign 


All thy cares in love and wine; 
Stay no Jonger, jain the train, 
This is Pleaſurc's golden re1gn. 
Hymen's graceful] altars {moxe ; 
Haſte, and wear the filken yoke: 
Endleſs Peace, unfading Youth, 
Riſe the ture rewards of Truth: 
Haſten then to join the train, 
For 'tis Pleaſure's golden reign. 


SON G CCCCXVI. 


Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Baildon. 


H? RK! the birds begin their lay, 
Flow'rets deck the robe of May: 
See the little lambkins bound, 

Play ful, o'er the clover ground; 
While the heifers ſportive low, 

Where the yellow cowſlips blow; 
While the heifers ſportive low, 

Where the yellow cowſlips blow. 


Now the ſwains and nymphs advance 
O'er the lawn in perfect dance; 
Garlands from the hawthorn bough 
Grace the happy Shepherd's brow ; 
While the laſſes, in array, 


Wait upan the Queen of May. 
While the, 2 N 


Innocence, 


ence, 
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Innocence, Content, and Love, 
Fill the meadows and the grove ; 
Mirth, that never wears a AK 
Health, with ſweetneſs all her own: 
Labour puts on Pleaſure's ſmile, 
And pale Care forgets his toil.” 
Labour puts, &c. 
Ah! what pleaſures Shepherds know 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beitow ; 
Love improves each happy hour, 
Grandeur has not ſuch 1n ſtore. 
Learn, Ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is Innocence. : 
Learn, Ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is Innocence. 


s& O N O © CECCXVIEL 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 

HY eaſy was Colin, how blithe, & how gay! 
wa Out the fair Chloris, how ſprightly 
is lay! 
$ graceful her form, ſo accompliſh'd her mind, 
Sure pity, he thought, with ſuch charms muſt be 
| join'd, be join'd. 
Sure pity, he thought, with ſuch charms muſt 
Whenever ſhe danc'd, or whenever ſhe ſung, 
How juſt was her motion! how ſweet was her 

tongue! 
And when the youth told her his paſſionate flame, 
She allow'd him to fancy her heart felt the ſame. 
She allow'd him, Se. 

With ardour he preſs'd her to think him ſincere; 
But, alas ! ſhe redoubled each hope and each feat: 
She would not deny, nor ſhe would not approve, 
And ſhe neither refus'd him, nor gave him her, 
And ſhe neither, &c, love. 


And by ab 


[ 276 ] 


Now cheer'd by complacence, now froze by 
diſdain, | 


Helaneuiſh'd for freedom, but lan guiſh'd in vain; 
Till Thyrſis, who pity'd ſo helpleſs a ſlave, 


Eas' d his heart of its pain by the counſel he gave. 


Eas'd his heart, Cc. 


Forſake her, ſaid he, and rejett her awhile; 

If ſhe loves you, ſhe pe fe return with a ſmile; 

You can judge of her pathon by abſence alone, 
ence will conquer her heart,—or 

And by abſence, Cc. [your own. 


This advice he purſu'd; but the remedy prov'd 
Too fatal, alas ! to the fair one he lov'd ; 
Which-cur'd his own paſſion; but leſt her in vain 
To ſigh for a heart ſhe could never regain, 
To figh for a heart ſhe could never regain. 


S. O © Un. 

Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Dr. Arne, 
8 ME give your attention to what I unfold, 
The moral is true, tho' the matter is old, 
The moral is true, tho? the matter 1s old ; 

My honeſt confeſſion's intended to prove, 
How taſteleſs, inſipid, is life without love; 
My honeſt con feſſion's intended to prove, 
How taſteleſs, infipid, is life without love. 


In works of old ſophiſt my mind I employ'd ; 
My bottle and friend, too, by turns, I enjoy'd, 
My bottle, Sc. | 
T 1augh'd at the ſex, and preſumptuouſly ſtrove 
"Their charms to forget, and bid farewell to love: 
I laugh'd, Sc. 

I toil'd and I traffick'd, grew wealthy and great, 
A patriot in politics, fond of debate, 

A patriot, &c. | = Each 


„ 
by Each paſſion indulging, my doubts did remove: 
| They center'd in pleaſure; and pleaſure in love: 
ain; Each paſſion, &c. 
| How ſweet my reſolves, I confeſs'd with a ſigh, 
AVEC. When Phillis, ſweet Phillis, tripp'd wantonly by, 
When Phillis, &c. ES, 
[ caught her, and mention'd a turn in the grove; 


nile: Conſenting ſhe made me a convert to love; 
ne I caught her, &c. 5 | 
—or Ye lovers of freedom, no longer complain; 


. We're born fellow- ſubjects of beauty's ſoft chain, 
We're born fellow - ſubjects of beautyꝰs ſoft chain; 
My purchas'd experience this maxim will prove, 
That life is not life when divided from love; 
My purchas'd experience this maxim will prove, 
That life is not life when divided from love. 


SON G CCCCXX. : 
CURE yr te VAPOURS. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 
HY will Delia thus retire, | 

And languiſh all her life away? 
While the ſighing crowd admire, 
*Tis too ſoon tor hartſhorn tea, 1 
Tis too ſoon for hartſhorn tea. | 
All thoſe diſmal looks and fretting 
L Cannot Damon's life reſtore ; 
"A Long ago the worms have eat him; 
va You can never ſęe him more, 
. Vou can never ſee him more. 
Long ago, &c. | 
nce again conſult your toilette, 
In the glaſs your face review; 
do much weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
eat, And no ſpring your charms renew, 
| And no, c. oy : 
Each Aa 1 


— — 
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J, like you, was born a woman, At ſh 
Well I know what vapours mean Ho! 
The diſeaſe, alas! is common; But n 
Single, we have all the ſpleen, Is jc 
Single, Ee. Ah 
All the morals that they tell us, To 
Never cur'd the ſorrow * No Ir 
Chuſe, among the pretty fellows, Or 
One of humour, youth and wit, Let tl 
One of, &c. Be 
Prithee hear him ev'ry morning, The « 
At the leaſt an hour or two; | No 
Once again at night returning, 
— l believe the doſe will do, Wer 
— I believe the doſe will do. = 
Once again at night returning, Kin 
— I believe the doſe will do. 1 
S @ NG S cce xn. M. 


CELIA's COMPLAINT. es 
Set by Dr. Arne, | 
WH ſadneſs reigns over the plain! 


How droop the ſweet flowrets around! E 
How penſive each nymph and each ſwain ! | 
How filent each muſical found ! The 
No more the ſoft Jute, in the bow'rs, 
Beguiles the cool ev'nings away; And 
Sad ſighs meaſure out the long hours, HF 
Since Damon has wander'd away. 22 8 
Oh! he was our village's pride, | And 
. This change from his abſence is ſeen ; dee 


*T was he that our muſic ſupply'd, 4 
When gzyly we danc'd on * green: 


« 


. E893) 

At ſhearivg, at wake, and at fair, 
How jovial and frolic were wel 

But now ev'ry feaſt in the year 
Is joyleſs as joyleſs can be. 


Ah! why did he venture from home, 
To mix among hoſtile alarms ? 
No Jultice oblig'd him to roam, 
Or take up thoſe terrible arms: 
Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, 
Be heedleſs of life, and of limb; 
The country had ſoldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like him. 


Where'er the adventurer goes, 
On land or the dangerous main, 
Kind heaven protect him from woes, 
And give him to Celia again. 
Oh! give him to Celia again, 
My true love in ſafety reſtore ; 
ST Il ceaſe on his breaſt to complain, 
nk From my arms he ſhall wander no more. 


nl  S& & NG een 

wound! BU faireſt Phœebe, yon garden fo fair, 
So rural the arbouts, ſo pleaſant the air; 

The trees how they're clad with a bright lovely 


green, 
And lovers, for pleaſure, a walking are ſeen. 


See the meadows and helds, with what beauty 

they grow, | [flow ; 

And jhe clear limpid ſtreams, unintertuptedly 

See the innocent lambs, how they chearfully 
play, [ing laye 

While their dams, on the bank, do a ſun-burn- 

At Aaz 
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In the air hear the birds, with ſweet warbling 
throats 
All chanting their lays in the ſweeteſt of notes; 
'The lark in the morning, as ſoon as it's light, 


With out-ftretched wings tow'rds the ſky takes 
her flight. 


The cowſlips and vylets adorn the green banks, 

And pleaſantly grow in irregular ranks; 

Not a thing is there wanting to make it look neat, 
But you, my dear Phcebe, to render't complete, 


Suppoſe, then, for pleaſure, we juſt take a walk 

Around yonder green, and let love be our talk; 

What ſay you, my fair one, to you PII refign; 

What pleaſes your fancy, will likewiſe pleaſe 
mine. 


J would ſcorn to be rude; my thoughts I'd 
employ noy ; 

To drive away that which I thought would an- 

I am plain and fincere, as a lover ſhould be, 

I hate to be flatter'd, and love to be free. 


S ON G CCCCXXIIL. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


R temples with cluſters of grapes I'll en- 
| twine, | 

And barter all joy fora goblet of wine; 

In ſearch of a Venus no longer I'll run, 


But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair ? 
*Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to detpair ; 
For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 


If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite lais ? 
- Tis 


ts I'd 

noy ; 
1d an- 
', 


en- 
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Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture im- 


art, 


part, \ 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulfe of the heart; 


The Miſer himſelf (fo ſupreme is her ſway) 


Grows convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 
At the ſound of her voice, Sorrow liſts up her 


head, 
And Poverty liſtens, well-pleas'd, from her ſhed ; 
While Age, in an extaſy, hobbling along, 
Beats * with his crutch, to the tune of her 
ong. 
Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the board; 
PII fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair, 
'Tis the ny of a lover, and pledge me who 
are, | 


SON G CCCCXXIV. 
LOVE and CONSTANCY. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne, 
TY NG time my heart had roy'd, 


Inconſtant as the wind; 

Each girl I ſaw, I ſwore I loyd 
Till one my heart confin'd, 
Till one my heaft conſin'd. 


The maid was blithe, was young, and fair, 
From affectation free; , 

The maid was blithe, was young, and fair, 
From affectation free ; hs 

No e did appear, 
While ſhe look'd kind on me; 

No imperfection did appear, 
While ſhe look d kind on me. ; 

A3 When 
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When her my pain I told, 
And all my grief confeſs'd, 


The inſolence of female pride 


Her cold difdain expreſs'd, 
Her cold, &c. 


The beauty I eſteem'd before, 


*  Appear'd deformity; 


The beauty, &c. 


Each charm I thought a charm no more, 
She was unkind to me: | 
Each charm, &e. 


Forbear, fond youth, no more 
The ſex's weakneſs ſcan ; 

*T was not Inconſtancy, or Pride, 
But trial of the man, 
But trial of the man: 

When time had prov'd my flame ſincere, 
She own'd the ſame to me ; 

When time, Se. 

Not Love alone can win the fair, 
But Love and Conſtancy; 

Not Love, &c. 


 $ ON. Q  COCOEFY. 
LABOUR a V AIN. 


I * of ſome lambs from my flocks that 


ad 2 
One morning | rang'd o'er the plain; 


But, alas] after all my reſearclies were made, 


I perceiv'd that my labour was vain. 


I reſolv'd to return back again; 


owing hopeleſs my lambs to reſtore, 


It was uſe'efs, I thought, to ſeek after them more, 
.*- Since I ipund that my labour was vain, 8 
n 


re, 


re, 


cho that 
nade, 


reſtore, 


n more, 


On 


l, 
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On this my return, pretty Phœbe I ſaw, 
And to love her I could not refrain; 

To ſollicit à kiſs, I approach'd her with awe, 
But ſhe told me my labour was vain. 


But, Phcebe, I cry'd, to my ſuit lend an ear, 
And let me no longer complain : 

She reply'd, with a frown, and an aſpect ſevere, 
Young Colin, your labour's in vain. 


Then I eagerly claſp'd her quite cloſe to my 
realt, | 
And kiſs'd her, and kiſs'd her again; 
O Colin, ſhe cry'd, if you're rude, I proteſt 
That your labour ſhall {till be in vain. | 
Atlength, by entreaties, by kiſſes, and vows, 
Compaſſion ſhe took on my pain; 
She now has conſented to make me her ſpouſe, 
So no longer I labour in vain. 


S N G CCCCXXVI. 


HEN once I with Phillida ſtray'd, 
Where rivers run murmuring by, 
I heard the ſoft vows that ſhe made; 
What ſwain was ſo happy as I? 
My breaſt was a ſtranger to care, 
or my wealth by her kiſſes I told; 
I thought myſelf richer, by far, 
Than he that had mountains of gold. 


But now I am poor and undone, 

Her vows have prov'd empty and vain 
The kiſſes I once thought my own, 

Are beſtow'd on a happier ſwain: 
But ceaſe, gentle Shepherd, to deem 

Her vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 
They're as falſe as a Midſummer dream, _ 
As fickle as Midſummer dew, O Phi- 
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7 O Phillis, fo fickle and fair, 

[7 Why did you my love then approve ? 

1 Had you frown'd on my ſuit, thro' deſpair 
I ſoon had forgotten to love: 


j You ſmil'd, and your ſmiles were fo ſweet, lie 
] You ſpoke, and your words were ſo kind, Shi 
I could not ſuſpect the deceit, 

But gave my looſe fails to the wind, O 

When tempeſts the ocean deform, | P 

And billows ſo mountainous roar, Tl 

The pilot, ſecur'd from the ſtorm, 

Ne'er ventures his bark from the ſhore Ar 

As ſoon as ſoft breezes ariſe, | ; 

And ſmiles the falſe face of the ſea, 1 

His heart he too credulous tries, 

And, failing, is ſhipwreck'd like me. W 

S O Ä A | "my 


Te HAPPY MEETING. Sh 


Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Berg. 


1 Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way, 
Along the banks of Tweed; 

A bonny laſs, as ever was, | 
Came tripping o'er the mead : 

The hearty ſwaln, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd : 

And fall of glee, as lad could be, 
Beſpake the pretty maid: 

Dear laſly, tell, why by thine ſel 

ML wy wandeſt her ? 1 

My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide ; 
Can'lt tell me, laddy, where ? þ 


Ta 
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To town iſe hie, he made reply, 
Some muckle ſport to ſee; 

But thou'rt fo ſweet, ſo trim and neat; 
Iſe ſeek the ewes with thee. 


d, She gin her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
Bu: Jil the youth's intent; 
O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right merrily they went: 
The birds ſang ſweet the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloom'd around; 
And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 
And joys which lovers crowd. 


And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
(The zenith of his pow'r,) | 
When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour: 
The bonny lad, raw'd in his plaid, 
: The laſs who ſcorn'd to frown; 
G. She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſaught, 
« And he to gang to town, 


S8. ONO CCCCEAXVI. - 
Tie DUST CART. A favourite Cantata. 


AD 1TARFYS: 
S tink'ring Tom thro” ftreets his trade did 


cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſüng by; ſplac'd, 
In duſt-cart high advanc'd, the nymph was 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt; 
Tom, with uplifted hands, the occaſion bleſt, 
And thus, in foothing ſtrains, the maid addreſt. 


AT 
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AIX. 8 
O Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
You take up duſt, and ſteal our hearts: 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you: 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again 
Give me my heart, out of your cart; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again, 
REC1iTATIVE. 
Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting roll'd her ſparkling eyes about ; 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on file folks below: 
To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drew on, 
And then reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, Stop, John, 
Aix. 

Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 

Be by a paltry croud oppreſt ? 

Ambition now my ſoul does fire; 

The youths ſhall languiſh and admire, 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 

Shall long to ride in my dult-cart, 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 

Shall long to ride in my duſt- cart. 


$ O NG COCOCAXECT 
FANNY's CHARMS. 
H AT tho? the bloom of ſpring is go 
W And nature feels . 8 
Tho' winter now her garb puts“ on, 
And caſts a gloom on day: 
| | Tho' 


zone, 


The 
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Tho! lent ſtands the lazy hill, 
And mute the ſylvan throng ; 
Yet Fanny's charms, unfading ſtill, 
Shall flouriſh in my ſong. g 


Tho? now no more on ſunny plains, 

The Shepherds tend their care, 

And each, in emulating ſtrains, 
Fargets to praiſe his fair; 

Tho! unfrequented ev'ry ſhade, | 
That catch'd the vernal breeze, 

Yet Fanny's ſmiles (enchanting maid !} 
Can charm me more than theſe. 


When ſpring, in varied beauty dreſt, 
Does all its ſweets diſcloſe, 

Compare the lily to her breaſt, 
And to her lips the roſe : 

Her breaſt the hly's white outvies, 
Tho? whiteſt of the vale, 

And to her lips (in Damon's eyes) 
The reddeſt roſe looks pale. 


No more ſhall flow'rs bedeck the meads, 
Or birds frequent the ſpray ; | 
Or larks forſake their dewy beds, 
And hail the dawning day: 
No more on yonder mountain's brow, 
Shall bleating lambkins rove, f 
And ſhe no more prove fair or true, 
When I forget to love. 


SONG CCCCXXX. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Berg. 


INE Midſummer morning, when Nature 


look'd ga 


gay, [play ; 
The birds full of ſong, and the Rocks full of 
When 


— 
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When apt ſeem'd to anſwer the {miles from 
| above, 8 
And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love; 
My mother cried, Nancy, come haſte to the mill; 
If the corn — not ground, you may ſcold if you 

will. | | 


The e 2 uſe my tongue pleas'd me, no 
Oubt; | ; 

A woman, alas! would be nothing without; 

] went tow'rds the mill without any delay, 

And coy o'er the words I determin'd to ſay: 

But when TI came near it, I found it ſtock ſtill; 

' Bleſs my Rags now cry d J, huff chem rarely [ 
WII. | 


The Miller to market that inſtant was gone; 
The work it was left to the care of his ſon : 
Now, though I can ſcold well as any one can, 
I thought *twould be wrong to ſcold the young 
| man: | | 
I ſaid, Pm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me ſo ill; 

J mult have my corn ground, I muſt, and I will, 


Sweet maid, cry'd the youth, the fault is not mine; 
No corn in the town Fd grind ſooner than thine; 
There's no one more ready in pleaſing the fair ; 
The mill ſhall go merrily round, I declare. 
But hark __ the birds ſing, and ſee how they 

u! \ 
I mult have a kiſs firſt, I muſt, and I will, 


My corn heing done, I tow'rds home bent my 
Way ; | | 
He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of moment to ſay ; 


Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, 
And there ſwore he lov d me, indeed, and indeed! 


And 


And the 
And fin 


| often 
She lau 
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If wed 
And I 
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And that he'd be conſtant, and true to me ſtill : 
And ſince that time I've lik'd him, and like him 


L will. 


| often ſay, Mother, the Miller Il huff; 


She laughs, and cries, Go, girl, ay, plague him 


enough; 


And ſcarce a day paſſes but, by her deſire, 
x 8 h 1 ad 


get a ſly kiſs from the yout mire, 


It wedlock he wiſhes, his wiſh III fulfil, 


And il anſwer, O yes! with a hearty good-will. 


S. O NG CCCCXXXI. 
HO N O U R. 


3 me ot love ſincere J felt, 
And ſkreen'd the paſſion long; 
A tyrant in my ſoul it dwelt, 
But awe ſuppreſs'd my tongue. 
At length Itold my deareſt maid, 
My heart was fix'd upon her : 
But think not I can love, ſhe ſaid ; 
I can't, upon my honour. 


The heart that once is roving caught, . 
All prudent nymphs diſtruſt ; 
And mult it for a youthful fault 
Be always deem'd unjult ? 
So Celia judg'd, fo ſenſe decreed, 
And bid me {till to ſhun her: 


It won't, upon my honour. 


I with a ſigh conteſs; 
But thou, who canſt the rake reclaim, - 
My new-born palhon mw! 


Sung by Mr. Lowe. Set by Dr. Boyce. 
fla 


Your ſuit, ſhe ſaid, won't here ſucceed, 


Too long, I cry'd, I've been to blame, 


Had 
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Had ev'ry nymph like Celia prov'd, 
I Meer [li have undone her; 
On thee, bright maid, thou beſt beloy'd, 
IT doat, upon my honour, 


Awhile the nymph my ſuit repreſs'd, 
My conſtancy to prove, 

Then with a bluſh conſent expreſs'd, 
And bleſs'd me with her love. 

To church I led the blooming fair, 
Enraptur'd that Pd won her; 

And now life's ſweeteſt joys we ſhare, 
We do, upon my honour, 


8 O N G CCCCXXXIH. 


Sung in the Double Diſappointment, 


Herever I'm going, and all the day long, 
Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, 
JI find that my paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That your name, when I'm filent, runs ſtill in 
my ſong. | 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
BalinamaneOra, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 


Since the firſt time I ſaw you I take no repoſe; 

I fleepall the day to forget half my woes: 

So hot is the flame in my boſom which glows, 

By St. Patrick J fear it will burn thro' my clothes. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Vour pretty black hair for me. 


In my conſcience I fear I ſflall die in my grave, 
| Unlets you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your Have. 
Font Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
our pretty black eyes for me. e 


t. 


y long, 
throng, 
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ſtill in 
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On that happy day, when I make you my bride, 
With a ſwinging long ſword, how Þ'11 ſtrut and 
PI] ſtricde! ; 
In a coach and fix horſes with honey I'll ride, 
As oy you I walk to the church by your 
nae, - 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your little white fiſt for me. 


SON G CCCCXXXIIL 


The ARCH DENIAL. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


AYS Damon to Phillis, Suppoſe my fond eyes 
Reveal with what ardour I glow, 
Reveal with what ardour I glow; | 
Well, what if they do? there's no harm, ſure, 
ſhe cries; 
I can but deny you, you know, you know; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


1 I ſhould aſk of thoſe lips a ſweet kiſs, 
ay, would you the favour beſtow ? 

Say, would you the favour beſtow ? 
Lord bleſs me ! ſaid ſhe, what a queſtion is this! 
[ can but deny you, you know, you know ; 

I can but deny you, you know. 


Suppoſe, not contented, I ſtill aſk for more, 
or pleaſure from pleaſure will grow, 

For pleaſure from pleaſure will grow ? 
Wei what you will, ſhe reply'd as before, 
can but deny you, you know, you know ; 

I can but deny you, you know. : 


B bz 


Come 


* 
— e 
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Come then, my deat love to the wood let's repait, 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go; 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go: 

No, na, with a bluſh, anſwer'd Phillis, for there 
I-could not deny you, you know, you know; 
I could not deny you, you know. 


S O. N G CCCCXXXIV. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 
N Jenny's my friend, my delight, and 
| my pride, | 
I always have boaited, and ſeck not to hide: 
T dwell on her praiſes wherever I go; 
They lay I'm in love, but I anfwer, No, no, 
They ſay Pm in love, but I anſwer, No, no. 


At ev'ning oft-times, with what pleaſure I ſee 
A note from her hand,“ Tl be with you at tea!” 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below! 
But ſay not tis love, for I anſwer, No, no. 
But ſay, Cc. 


She ſings me a ſong, and I echo its ſtrain; 
Again, I cry, Jenny, ſweet Jenny, again: 
I ki's her ſweep lips, as if there I could grow; 
But ſay not tis love, for J anſwer, No, no; 
But ſay not, Sc. 


She tells me her faults as ſhe ſits on my knee: 
I Chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me: 
My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think ſo: 
Whoknows bat ſheloves,tho*the anſwers, No, no! 
Who knows, Se. | ; 


From beauty, and wit, and good-humour, how], 


Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly: 
Thy bounty, O Fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill Fll ſay, No; 
Amnd.lct me deſerve her, or ſtill ll ſay, No. 
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S ON G CCCCXXXV. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
OW blithe was I each morn to ſee 
My Swain come o'er the hill ! 
He leap'd the brook, and flew to me; 
I met him with good-will ; 
I neither wanted ewe, nor lamb, 
When his flocks near me lay; 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And cheer'd me all the day. 
Oh! the broom, the bonny broom, .. 
Where loſt was my repoſe ; 6 
I wiſh I was with my dear Swain, 
With his pipe and my ewes. 
He-tun'd his pipe and reed ſo ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt' ning by; 
The fleecy flock ſtood til] and gaz d, 
Charm'd with his melody: 
While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 
I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho? &er fo rich and gay. 
Oh! the broom, Cc. 
He did oblige me ev'ry hour; 
Cou'd I but faithful be? 
He ſtole my heart; cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 
Hard fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt Swain 
That ever yet was born, ; 
Oh! the broom, the bonny broom, 
Where loſt was my repoſe; 
I wiſh I was with my dear Swain, 
With his pipe and my ewes. 
Sn + kh SONG 


„„ 
| SON G COCCXXXVI. 
NUM BERLESS KISS ES. Wh 


Surg by Mr. Lowe, at Marybone-Gardens, Thit 
(MME, Chloe, and give me Hear kills, AR 
For ſweeter no giil ever gave; LY 
But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, by < 
Doſt aſk me how many Td have? | 7 
I'm not to be ftinted in pleaſure; He 4 
Then, prythee, dear Chloe, be kind; = 
For, ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, Ho « 
To numbers TH n&er be confin'd. 40 
Count the bees chat on Hybla are playing; — 
Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields; 
Count the flocks that in Tempe are ſtray ing, 
And the grain that rich Sicity yields; | LE 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven; V 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore; 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I ſtill all be afcing for more. 31 
To a heart full of love let me hold thee, A 
A heart, which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 
In my arms let me ever infold thee, 
And cucle thee round, like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is? Che 
My life on your lips ſhell be ſpent : 
The wretch that can number his kiſles, Tau 
Will always with few be content. Brio 
S ON 6 CCCCXXXVIL- Whe 
CYMON and IPHIGENIA. A Cantata, ag 
Sung by Mr. Beard. Set by Dr. Arne. Thy 
| RECITATIVE. x Pur( 
EAR /a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'r- The 
ing ſhade But 


deem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 
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A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe fl>w*ry banks are ſorm'd for ſoſt repoſe: 
Thither retir'd from Phoebus ſultry ray, | 
And lul?d in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring 
groves 


| He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſaught, 


And whiſtled as he went, tor want of thought: 
But when he firlt beheld the ſleeping maid, 
He gap'd—he ſtar'd—her lovely form ſurvey'd: 
And while with artlefs voice he ſwcetly ſung, 
Beauty and Nature thus intorm'd his tongue. 
A 4.» 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſthews the iky, 
Completes the-rural ſcene, 
Completes the rural ſcene; 
But in thy boſom, charming, maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is fure dilplay'd, 
[oo lovely Iphigene, 
Too lovely Iphigene. 
RxCITATIVE. 
She wakes, and ſtarts — poor Cymon trembling 
ſtands; 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 
Where honour'sprelent, {ure no danger's near. 
Half. rais'd, with gentle-accent, ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon! if *ris you, I need not riſe ; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain: 
Purſue thy way, and let me fleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent Jong, 
But thus with extaſy purſu'd his ſong: . 
Alx. 
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AIR. 
Thy jetty locks, that carelefs break, 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck; 
Thy love-inſpiring mien, 
Thy love-inſpiring mien; 
Thy k ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me fo, 
I die for Iphigene, 
I die for Iphigene, 


| RECITATIVE. 
Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former Clod is thus inſpir'd with lenſe: 
She gazes— finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gate; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 
At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend, 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead; 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed, 
AI"; 

Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 

Love can rage itſelf controul, 

And elevate, and elevate the human ſoul: 

Depriv'd of that our wretched ſtate 

Fad made our lives of too long date; 

Bur bleit with beauty, and with love, 

Bleſt with beauty, and with love, 

We taſte what angels do above, 

What angels do above. 


S ON G CCCCXXXVIII. 
The Words from Shakeſpeare. Sung at Ranelagh, 


OME, live with me, and he my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 


'That 
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That hills and valleys, dales and fields, 
And all the craggy mountain yields; 
There will we fit upon the rocks, | 
And ſee the ſhepherds'teed their flocks, 
Near ſhallow rivers, by whole falls 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 


There will I make thee beds of roſes, + 
With a thouland fragrant, poſies; 

A cap of flowers, with a girdle, 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle, 


vhence A gown made of the finelt wool, , 

le; Which from our pretty lambs we pull. 

trait, If theſe delights thy mind may move, 

d gate; Come, live with me, and be my love. 

Fair lined ſlipper for the cold, 

end. With buckles of the pureſt gold; 

plead; A belc of ſtraw with ivy buds, = 
, And coral claſps, aud ſilver ſtuds; 


The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and fing, 
For thy delight each May morning. 

If thele delights thy mind may. move, 
Then live wath me, and be my love. 


SON G CCCCXXXIX. 
STREPHON of the HILL. Set bz Dr. Arne. 


1 T others Damon's praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Colin's at their will; 

I mean to ſing, in ruſtic verſe, 
Young Strephon of the Hill, 


8 8 As once I ſat beneath the ſhade, - 
elan. Beſide a purling rill; | | 
„ Who ſhould my ſolitude invade, 
But Strephon of the Hill; 
That He 


ul; 
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He tapt my ſhoulder, ſoatch'd a kiſs ; 
I could not take it ill; 
For nothing ſure is done amiſs 


By Strephon of the Hill, 


Conſent, O lovely maid! he cry'd, 

Nor aim thy ſwain to kill; 
Conſent this — to be the bride 
Oft Strephon of the Hill. 


Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 
See how they fit and bill; 

So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away 
With Strephon of the Hill. 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
O love propitious ſtill ! 

May every nymph be bleſt, like me, 
With Strephon of the Hill. 


SO NGO COECXL, 
Durr. Sung by Mr. Beard and Miſs Voung. 
AYE Phcebus the tops of the hills does 
| adorn, : 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn! 
When the antling ſtag 1s rouz'd with the ſound, 
Eretting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain: 
Bur ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of 
the glorious game. 


O ſee how again he rears up his head, | 

And winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed : 

But, oh! 'tis in vain that he flies, 

That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe 
the cries : 

For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 

And he pants till with well-ſcented hounds ſur- 
rounded he dies. 


a ut x , wi ww. far 


ew we. 2.45 


ung. 
Is does 


"Mn ! 
ſound, 
round, 
plain: 
ew of 


peed : 
urs loſe 


flies, 
ds ſur- 


| OE] 
S ON G CCCCXLI. 


Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Dr. Arne, 


URE Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 
That e'er gave ſhepherd glee ; - 
Not May-day in its morning dreſs 
Is half fo fair as ſhe :. 
Let Poets paint the Paphian Queen, 
And fancy'd forms adore ; 
Ye Bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey ſip, 

Did ye but know the ſweets that dwell 
On Sally's love-taught lip: 

But, ah ! take heed, ye tuneful ſwains, 
The ripe temptation ſhun ; | 

Or elſe, like me, you'll wear her chaing, 
Like me you'll be undone. 


Once in my cot ſecurel ſlept, 
And latk-like hail'd the morn ; 

More ſportive than the kid I kept, 
I wantcn'd o'er the lawn : 

To ev'ry maid love-tales I told, 
And did my truth aver ; 

Vet ere the parting kiſs was cold 
I laugh'd at love and her. 


But now the gloomy grove I ſeek, 
Where love-lorn ſhepherds ſtray; 
There to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 
And figh my ſoul away : 
Nought 
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Novght but deſpair my fancy paints, 
No dawn.of hope I ſee; a 


For Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, Se 
And laughs at love and me. ; 1 
Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, 1 
So late my only care, | 15 
Have loſt their tender fleecy dams, 7 n a 
And ſtrayd ] know not where : 8 
Alas! my ewes, in vain ye bleat; 172 
My lambkins loſt, adieu! o_ 

No more we on the plain ſhal} meet, An 
For loſt's your ſhepherd too. das 

, | | \n 
S O. N G, - CCCCXLI.I. Whew 
Set by Dr. Green. The Words by Mr. Gay. = mi 
O, Roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace ; 2 5 0 
My Chloe's boſom grace; Yo ; Vierh 
Haw: happy ſhould I prove, 4 | 
How happy ſhould 4 wei 22 
Might. I ſupply: that envied place Atwa 
With never-fading love, i No 
With never-fadirg love! A fecr 
There, Phœnix like, beneath her eye, And 
Involv'd in fragrance burn and die, | 'T'was 
Involv'd in fragrance burn and die. 4 
Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find And 
More fragrant roles there, Hark 
More fragrant roſes there : 1 
I ſee thy with'ring head reclin'd We is 
With envy and deſpair, 2 r 
Wich envy. and deſpair. ' And e 
One common fate we both muſt prove; As: 
You die with envy, I with love, e 


You die with envy, I with love. 


SONG 4 
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$10 ND) 06 CCOCXUTE 
Surg at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Worgan. 
, N ORE bright the ſun began to daun, 


The merry birds to fing, _ 
nd flow'rets dappled ofer the lawn, 
In all the pride of ipring, 
When for a wreath young Damon ſtray'd, = 
And ſmiling tro me brought it ; -=- 
Take this, he cry'd, my deareſt maid, +» | 
And who, who, aye, aye, who'd have thought it? 
] blufh*d, the preſent to receive, | 
And and him o'er and o'er ; 
When foft he figh'd, Bright fair, forgive, 
I maſt have ſomething more: 
One kind ſweet kiſs will pay me beſt, 
So earneſtly he ſought it; 
Ilet him take it, I proteſt, il 
And who, —aye, who'd have thought it? | 
Afwain'that word with fo much art, 
No nymph could long diſdain ; 
A fecret flame ſoon touch'd my heart, 
And fluſh'd thro? ev'ry vein; 
"Twas love infpir'd the pleaſing change, 
From his my boſom caught it; 
"Twas ſtrange indeed, *twas paſhng ſtrange, 
And who,—aye, who'd have thought it ? 
Hark! Hymen calls, the Shepherd cry'd ; 
Let us, my dear, comply : 
We inſtant went, with Love our guide, 
And bound the nuptial tie: | 
And ever fince that happy day, 
As mutual warmth has taught it, 
We fondly kiſs, and ſport and play, : 
VG And who, who, aye, aye, who'd have thought it? 


* 
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S O N O CCCCOXOIV., 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


8 Tzhirſis reclin'd by her fide he lov'd beſt, 
With a ſigh, her ſoſt hand to his boſom he 


preſt, 
While his paſhon he breath'd in the grove; 
As the.hird to his neſt ſtill returns for repoſe, 


As back to its fountain the con{tant ſtream fluws, 


So true and unchang'd is my love. 


If e'er this heart roves, or revolts from its chains, 
May Ceres in rage quit the valleys and plains, 
May Pan his protectinn deny: 
In tain would young Phillis and Laura be kind; 
On the lips of another nn rapture | find; 
With thee as Ive liv'd, ſo l' die. 


More ſtill had he ſwore, but the QueenoftheMay, 

Young Jenny the wanton, by ehance, tript that 
And tought ſweet repoſe in the ſhade, 

With ſorrow, young Iuveis, Itell the ſoft tale, 

The Jaſs was alluring, the Shepherd was frail, 
And forgot ev'ry vow he had made, 


To comfort the nymph, aud her loſs to ſupply, 


In form of Alexis young, Cupid drew nigh, 
Of Shepherds the envy. and pride, 
Ah! blame nat the maid, i, o'ercome by his truth, 


Her hand and her heart, ſhe beſtow*d on the youth, 


And the next murn beheld her his bride, 


Learn rather, trom Sylvia's example, ye fair, 

That a pleaſing revenge ſhall take place of deſpair; 
Give ſorrow and care to the wind: 

If faithful the ſwain, to his paſſion be true 3 

It falte, ſeek redreſs in a lover that's new, 


And pay each inconſtant in kind. . 
: | SONS 
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S, M Nee. 
4 DIALO G UE. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


| He. 

RATE haſte, ev'ry nymph, and each ſwain, 

f to the grove; 

For Venus is chere, 'tis the ſeaſon for love: 

Obey rhe kind ſummons ;- for it he's defy'd, 

Your boldueſs the'll conquer, and puniſh your 

She, | (pride. 

Oh hear me, ye fair ones, nor heedleſsly run; 

The path to delight is the road you ſhould ſhun: 

Fly tar from the grove it Venus be there; 

Her ſummons is e FR {miles are a inare. 

e. 

Sure nature was never averſe to delight; 

Where pleaſdre is prelcht, fear ſoon takes its 
flight; | | [warm'd, 

Proud nymph, if by kindneſs you cannot be 

Remember that Venus her Cupid has arm'd. 

She. 

I'fear not his vengeance, his bow, nor his darts; 

Tis credulous folly that ſoftens our hearts: 

But virtues the ſhield, thoſe hearts can ſecure, 

And pathon's a ſickneſs diſcretion can cure. 


e. 
Diſcretion ! why Venus would laugh at the name: 
HFonce in your boſom the kindles a flame, 

In ſpite of yourſelt, you would hie to the grove; 


For rcaſon can't ſtruggle gainſt nature and love. 


Sl. 

Go, leave me, deceiver, let reaſon prevail; 
'Gainlt nature and paſſion let fear turn the ſcale, 
Both, 

Nay, traitor, forbear; I'm ta honour a flave. 


Nay, faireit, be kinder; to love I'm a ſlave. 
Wea SONG 
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S. 0 N . 
| Tz the Oratorio of Suſanna. 
SK if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet 
'T hat ſcents the ambient air? 


Then aſk each Shepherd that you meet, 
If dear Sulanna's fair. 


Say, will the vultur quit his prey, 
Aud warble through the grove ? 
Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 
Then doubt thy Shepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let Heroes ſhare, © 
Let Pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 
Ye Bards, unenvy'd laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine, 


SON 

Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 
VE true honeſt Britons, who love your own 
land, { free, 
W hoſe fires were ſo brave, ſo victorious, and 
Who * * France when they took her in 

and, 

Come join, honeſt Britons, in charus with me, 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 


Let us ſing our own "treaſures, Old England's 

good cheer, 4d 433 
The profits and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh beer; 
Your wine-tipling, dram-fipping fellows, retreat, 
But your beer drinking Britons can never be beat. 
But your, Ce. 


The 


{305 ] | 
The French with their vineyards are meagre 


and pale, . [fruit; 
They ron of the ſqucezings of half-ripen' q 


But we, who have hop-grounds to mellow our 


ale, boot. 
Are roſy, and plump, and have ſreedom to 
Let us ſing, Cc. 
ould the French dare invade vs, thus arm'd 
with our poles Jaws ring; 
We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lantern 
For your beef-cating, beer-drinking Britons are 
ſauls ſand king. 
Who will ſhed cheir laſt drop ſor their country 
Let us ſing, Sc. 


SON G  CCCCXLVIE. 


The, A CHLDENT. 
Sung at Saller's-Wells. » 


A t'other day milk ing I ſat in the vale, 
Young, Damon canic up to addreſs his ſoft 


So ade Rarted, and gave him a frown, 
For he 1. _ my cow, and my milk was kick'd 
gun 


Lord bleſs me ! ſays I, what a-deuce can you 
mean, | 

To come thus upon me, unthought of, unſeen ! 

I ne'er will approve of tie love you pretend; 

For, as miſchiet began, pe! haps miſchlef may end. 


I little thought now he'd his paſſion advance, 

But pretty excats' made up the miſchance: 

He begg'd a kind kits, which I gave him, I vow, 

And 1laid, my ob n ſeli, all che fault o my cow. 
WO J . 
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How many ways love can the boſom invade! , 
His bait prov'd too ſtrong, alas! for a maid : 
He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be ar, 
But I thought it was beſt to ſoy nothing of that, 
I flutter all over whene'er he comes nigh, 


For, if he ſhould preſs, I ſhould ſurely comply; 
And ne'er ſhall be angry, my heart itlelf telis, 


Though he flings down my milk, or does any. 


thing elſe. 


«1 $105 :N: G-:CCCCXER. 
The UNION# LOVE aud WINE. 
Set by Ar. Baildon. 74 
ITH Women and Wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
For life without theſe, &c. | 
Each helping the other, in pleaſure roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul ; 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Loet grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 

I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 

I care not how muck they my mealures decline, 

Let *em have their own humour, and I will have 
| mine. 

Wine, prudently us'd, will our ſenfes improve, 

Tis the {pring-tide of life, and the fuel of love; 
And Venus ne'er Jook'd with a ſmile fo divine, 
As when Mars bound his head with a branch 

| trom the vine. 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half 

divine, | {Wine; 

Firſt pledge me with Kiſſes, next pledge me with 
Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 

The terch ut our Loves ſhall eternally _—__ 

ut 


But ſho 
My bu 


For rat 


My bo 
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5 Zat ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for Wine diſap- 
: prove, 
it. My bumper I'Il quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
that, For rather than forfeit the joys of my lals, 
My bottle Pil break, and demoliſh my glaſs. | 
. | 
= S ON G  CCCCL. 
S any CROSSPURPOSES'S, - 
Sung at Ranelagh. 
OM loves Mary paſſing well, 
YE. | T And Mary eee. Harry; 
8 But Harry ſighs for bonny Bell, 
care, And finds his love miſcarry. 
fair; For honny Bell for Thomas burns, 
Whillt Mary flights his pathon : 
So ſtrangely freakiſh are the turns 
; Of human inclination. 
Moll gave Hal a wreath of flow'rs, 
mn, Which he, in am'rous folly, 
; Conſigu'd to Bell, and in few hours 
cline, It came again to Molly : 
| have Thus all by turns are woo'd and woo, 
No turtles can be truer; 
ve, Each loves the object they purſue, 
love; But hates the kind purſuer. 
bse As much as Mary Thomas grieves, 
ranch Proud Hal deipiies Mary; 
| And all the flouts which Bell receives 
h half From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry: 
Vine; If one of all the four has frown'd, 
e with You ne'er ſaw people grummer ; 
k If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
: And all are in good humour. 
4 | 


Then, 
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Then, lovers, hence this leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh nation; 
How much *ris every one's concern 
To fmile at reformation. 
And itil}, thro? life, this rule purſue, 
Whatever objects itrike you, 
Be kind to them that fancy you, 
That thoſe you love may hke you. 


3 nn | 
WH EN mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſh- 
man's tood, 


Tt ennobled our veins, and enriched our blood ; 
Our ſo'diers were brave, and our courtiers were 


good: | 
O the roaſt beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beet! 


But ſince we have learnt from all- conquering 
France 
To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 
We're fed up with nothing — but vain com- 
laitance : 
O the roalt beef, &c. 


Our fathers of old were robuſt, tout, and ſtrony, 

And kept open huute with good cheer all day 

"Fs long, ] -blong : 

Which made their plump tenants rejoice 1n this 
O the roaſt beef, Sc. 


But now we are dwindled to- hat ſhall I name? 
A incaking poor race, halt begotten and tame, 


Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame: 


O the roaſt beef, Sc. 
| When 
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When good Queen Elizabeth ſat on the throne, 
Fre coffee, or tea, or ſuch ſlip-ſlops were known, 
The world was in terror, if c'er the did frown; 
O the roalt beef, Sc. 
In thoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again ; 
As witneſs, the vaunting'armada of Spain: 
O the roaſt beef, Cc. 11 


Oh! then they had ſtomachs to eat and to fight - 
And when wrongs were a cooking, to do them- 
ſelves right; een 
But now we're a pack of- I could - but good - 
O the roaſt beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roalt beef! 


SN ene 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Chaplet, 
7 OU fay, at your feet that I wept in deſpair, 

And vow'd that no Angel was ever ſo fair; 
How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke ? 
What know we of Angels ?—lI meant it in joke. 
I next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, 
And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove: 
I have lik'd you a twelvemonth, a calendar year; 
And ay = contented Have contcience, my 

car. 50 
S8 N GOGO 
Sung in The Chaplet. 


US H about the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven 
the heart, 
While chus we fir round on the graſs: 
The Lover, who talks of his ſuff*rings and ſmart, 
Delerves to be reckon'd an als, an als, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als. 
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TheWretch, who fits watching his ill- gotten pelt, 


And withes to add to the mats, 


Whatrc'er the curmudgeon may thiuk of himſelf, 


Deſerves to be reckoned an als, 
Deſerves, Sc. 


The Beau, who, ſo ſmart with his well-powder'd 


An angel behulds in his glals, 


{hai!, 


And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the lair, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an als, 
Delſerves, Se. 


The Merchant from chmate to elimate will roam, 
Ot Crœſus the wealth to turpals; 

And oft, while he's wand'ring, ny Lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the aſs. 


Claps the horns, Sc. 


The Lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 


Wich ſorcke 


well tronted wich braſs, 


Tho” be talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 
There you, my good friend, are an als. 


There you, Sc. 


The formal Phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 


Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs; 
The ſick man a while. may conſide in his fkill, - 


But death proves the Doctor an as. 


But death, &c. 


\ J 


Then let us, companions, be jovial-and gay, 


By turns take our bottle and laſs; 


For he who his pleaſure puts off ſor a day, 
Deſerves to be reckem'd an aſs, an aſa, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


| 
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, 8. Gn e eh. 
1f OU tell me Pm handſome, (I know not 
a how true,)' 


And eaſy, and chatty, and good-humour'd, ton 
That my lips are as red as the roſe-hud in june, 


1d And my voice, like the nightingale's, ſweetly in 
ally tune: | 
ir, All this has been told me by twenty before; 
But he that would win me mult flatter- me more, 
But he that would win me mult flatter me more. 
am, If beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, 
Or prattle from prudence, how. wanting am I! 
me My eaſe and good-humour ſhort raptures will 
bring; [ſpring : 


My voice, like the nightingale's, knows bur a 

For charms ſuch as theſe, then, your praiſes give 
lea, 5 o'er; . „ * 

1 Ta love me far life, you mult love me ſtill more, 

ces; To love me, &c. | 

Then talk not to me of a ſhape, or an air; 

For Chloe the wanton can rival me there: 

fis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 

And brightens good - humour as ſun-ſhinethe day: 
. For that if you love me, your fame may be true, 
And I, in my turn, may be taught to love, too, 

And I, in my turn, may be taught to love, too. 


S O . 
Sung by Mrs. Vernon. 
V is eV ry fond endeavour 
Doo reſiſt the tender dart; 


For examples move us never; | 
We mult feel, to know the ſmart. 


When 
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When the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our beauries ſets to view; 
Vanity, her aid ſupplying, _ 
Bids us think *tis all our due, 
Bids us think *tis all our due. 


Softer than the vernal breezes 
s the mild, deceitful ſtrain; 
Frowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes; 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain: | 
But, too ſoon, the happy lover 
Does our tend'reſt hopes deceive: 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 
Fooliſh woman to believe, 
Fooliſh woman to believe, 


SONG  CCCCLVI.: 
| Sung in The Chaplet. 
LX7 HAT med' cine can ſoften the boſom's 


keen ſmart ? 
What Lethe can baniſh the pain ? | 
What 2 can be met with to ſooth the fond 
eart, 8 | 
That's broke by a faithleſs young Swain ? 


In hopes to forget. him, how vainly I try 
The ſports of the wake and the green! 
When Colin is dancing, I ſay, with a ſigh, . 
*T'was here firſt my Damon was ſeen, 


When to the pale moon the ſoft nightingales 
moan 3 
In accents ſo piercing and clear; 
You ſing not ſo ſweetly, I cry, with a groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here. 
I | 


A gr 
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i A garland of willow my temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye Nymphs, from yon grove; 
For there, to her coſt, was poor Laura betray'd, . 
And Damon pretended to love. 5H 


S O NG 'CCCCLVIU. 
Sung in T he Chaplet, 


NR my Paſtora, no longer your Swain, 
Quite ſick of his bondage, can ſuffer his chain: 
Nay, arm not your brow with ſuch haughty 
diſdain; wa 
My heart leaps with joy to be free once again. 
Bing tol derol derol, : | 
Derol tol lol derol lol lol; 
Sing tol deroł lol lol lol derol. 


II live like the birds, thoſe ſweet tenants of May, 

Who always are ſportful, who always are gay; 

How ſweetly their ſonnets they carol all day! 
ſom's MW Their love is but frolic, their courtſhip but play. 
| Sing tol derol, &c. _ 


00 If ſtruck by a beauty they ne' er ſaw beſore, 
fond In chirping ſoft notes they her pity implore: 
She yields to intreaty : and when the fit's oer, 
: Tis a hundred to ten that they never meet more. 
Sing tol derol, &c. | 


Is s O NG CCCCLVIN. 
Sung in The Chaplet. 
1pales Damon. 


HRE E goddeſſes ſtanding together, 
Thus puzzled young Paris one day: 
an, Can I judge the value of either, Þ 
Where both. w_ ſo 1 a ſway? 


gar. Paſtora. 
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Paſtora. 
Conſider my wit and condition, 

Confider my perſon likewiſe; 

I never was us'd to petition ; 

But pr'ythee make uſe of your eyes. 
Laura, 

No merit I plead, but my paſſion; 

Twas needleſs to mention your vow : 
Reflect, with a little compaſſion, 

On what this poor boſom feels now. 
Damon. 
Some genius direct me, or demon, 
Or elſe I may chance to chooſe wrong: 


You're part of the goods of Palemon ; [To Paftora. 


I give you to whom you belong. 
SONG CCCCLIX. | 
Fung by Mrs. Clive, in The Chaplet. 

1 * vain I try my ey ry art. 

Nor can I kx one ſingle heart, 

Wet m not old nor ugly 
Let me canſult my faithful glaſs— 
A face much worſe than this might paſa, 

Methinks I look full ſmugly. 
Yet bleſt with all cheſe pow'rful charms, 
The young Palemon fled theſe arms, 

That wild unthinking rover: 5 
Hope, ſilly maids, as ſure to bind 
The rolling ſtream, the flying wind, 

As fix a rambling lover. 
But hamper'd in the marriage nooſe, 
In vain they ſtruggle to get looſe, 

And make a mighty riot: 
Like madmen, how they rave and ſwear! 
A while they ſhake their chains, and ſtare 

But then lie down in quiet. 
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S O N G 'CCCCLX. 
Sung by Mr, Beard, and Mrs. Vernon, in The 
Chaplet. 


Damon. | | 
(NR day I will fitat your ſide, 
Wheie poplars far ſtretehing o'er-arch the 
Cool tide, © N 
And, while the clear river runs purling along, 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in their $2, 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in their ſong, 
*Baura, Fs 
While you are but by me, no danger fear; 
Ye lambs, reſt in ſafety, my Damon is near; 
Bound on, ye ene now your gambols may 
pleaſe, | 
For my Shepherd is kind, and my heart is at eaſe, 
For my Shepherd, &c. | | 
Damon. > 
Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 
he wiſh of each heart, and the theme of each lay; 
Ne'er yield to the Swain till he makes you a wife, 
For he who loves truly will take you for life, 
For he who, Sc. 
| Laura. | 
Ye youths, who fear nought but the frowns of 
the fair; 
"Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care; 
Then ſcorn to their ruin aflftance to lend, 
Nor betray the ſweet creatures you're born ta 


Nor betray, Cc. NY | [defend, 
Duett. 

For their honour and faith be our virgins te- 

nown'd ; [found : 


Nor falſe to his vows one young Shepherd be 
D d 2 Be 
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Be their moments all guided by virtue and truth, 

To preſerve rt age what they gain'd in their 
youth, 

To preſerve in their age what, Cc. 


S ON G CCCCLXI. 
Sung by My. Beard, in The Chaplet. 


De L ARE, my pretty maid, 
Y Muſt my fond ſuit miſcarry? 
With you Pll toy, I'Il kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry; hang me if I marry; 
With you Pl toy, I'll kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry. 


Then ſpeak your mind at onge, 
Nor let me longer tarry ; 

With you I'll toy, PI kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry: | 

With you, Sc. 5 


Tho charms and wit aſſail, 
The ſtroke I well can parry: 
I love to kiſs, to toy and play ; 

But do not chooſe to marry : 
I love, &c. 


Yeung Molly of the dale, 
Makes a mere ſlave of Harry ; 
Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kiſs'd, 
The fooliſh Swain would marry ; 
Becauſe, &c. 1 


Theſe fix'd reſolves, my dear, 
I to the grave will carry; 
With ycu VII toy, and kits and play; 


But hang me it I marry, — hang me if I marty: 


With you, &c. 
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S ON G CCCCLXHT. 
Sung in The Chaplet. 


Know that my perſon is charming, 
Beyond what à clown can diſcover; 

That dowdy, your ſenſes alarming, 

Proves what a dull thing is a lover. 


PII quit the dull plains for the city, 
Where beauty is follow'd by merit: 
Your taſte, ſimple Damon, I pity; 
Your wit who would wiſh to inherit? 
Perhaps you may think you perple me, 
And that I my anger would {mother ; 
The loſs of one lover can't vex me; 
My charms will procure me another, 


Ine'er was more pleas'd, I aſſure you; 
(How odious they look! I can't bear *em!) 
I wiſh you much joy of your fury; | 
(My rage into pieces could tear em l) 


S © NG CXCLANE 
The POWER T NATURE, 
Set by Mr. Long. 


W RNA virtue encircles the fair, 
here lilies and roſes are vain; 
Exch bloſſom mult drop with deſpair, 
Where innocence takes up her reign: 
No gaudy embelliſhing arts | 
The fair-one need call to her aid, 
Who kindly by nature 1mparts 
marty: The graces that r has made. 
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The Swain who has ſenſe, muſt deſpiſe 
Each coquettiſh art to enſnare; 

It timely ye'd with to be wile, 
Attend to my counſel, ye fair; 

Let virgins whom Nature has bleſt, 
Her ſovereign dictates obey ; 

For beauties by Nature expreſt 
Are beauties that never decay, 


S ON G cccelxiv. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


AE . e young, conſtant, and 
| in 


Has often declar'd Pm the Nymph to his mind: 
I think he's fincere, and he will not deceive; 


But they tell me a maid ſhould with caution be- 
lieve. 


He broaghs ms this roſe that you ſee in my 
reaſt; 

He begg'd me to take it, and ſigh'd out the reſt: 

I could not do lefs than the favour receive; 

And he thinks it now ſweeter, I really believe. 


This flow'ret, he cry'd, reads a leſſon to you: 

How bright, and how lovely, it ſeems to the view! 

"T would fade if not pluck'd, as your ſenſe mult 
COnceive— 

I was forc'd to deny what Jreally believe. 


My flocks he attends: if they ſtray from the plain, 
Alexis is ſure ev'ry ſheep to regain ; ; 

Then begs, a dear kiſs Ge his labour I'll give; 
And 1 nc'er ſhall refuſe him, I really believe. 


He 
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He plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 
To read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to dilguile 
And tells me ſweet ltories from morning tv eve; 


Then he ſwears that he loves, which I really be- 


heve. 


An old maid I once was determin'd to die; 
But that was before I'd this Swain in my eye : 
And as ſoon as he aſks me his pain to relieve, 
With joy I ſhall wed him, I really believe. 


S$'O N G CCCCLXV.. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe. Set by Mr. Baildon. 
WI. firſt by fond Damon Flavella was ſeen, 


He ſlightly regarded her air and her mien, 


He ſlightly regarded her air and her mien: 

The charms of her mind he alone did commend, 

Not warm as a lover, but cool as a friend; 

From friendſhip, not paſſion, his raptures did 
move, 

And he boaſted his heart was a ſtranger to love, 

And he boaſted his heart was a ſtranger to love. 


New charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was 
known ; 


Her face grew a wonder, her taſte was his own, 

Her face, &c. 

Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd, 
And ev'ry dear virtue beam'd forth in her mind: 
Still, ſtill for the ſanction of friendſhip he ſtrove, 


Till a ſigh gave the omen, and ſhew'd it was love, 
Till a ſigh, &c. 


Now, proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs thr the fair, 
Grows dull to all pleaſure, but being with her, 
Grows dull, &c, 

He's 
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_ He's mute, till his heart-ſtrings are ready to 


break; a 
For fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak; 
And wanders a willing example to prove, 
That ſriendſhip with woman is ſifler to love, 
'Fhat friendſhip, &c. 


A lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give offence; . 
Not a dupe to her ſmiles, hut a ſlave to her ſenſe, 


Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a ſlave to her ſenſe; 
His paſſion nor wrinkles nor age can allay, 
Since founded on that which can never decay; 


And Time, that ſha!l Beauty's ſhort empire re- 


Increaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love, 
Increaſing her realun, increaſes his love. 


8 O N' G'- ECCOEXVE 
Sung in Lethe. 


E ag whom fancics and troubles per- 
'- 

Whom rolty Aude, and infirmities vex; 
Whole lives hardly know what it is to be hleſt; 
Who 1iſe without j /, and lie down without relt; 

Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your 
care ; [ care, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your 


Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſl-for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain; 


The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was 


cloy'd, 

And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd : 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 
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dy to The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 
| Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants ; 

F The troubled in mind ſhall go cheartul away, 

And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day : 
ve, Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ftream, and forget all your 

nce; . | : Care; TS 

ſenſe, 1 Drink deep of the ſtream, &c. 55 

. S O NG . CCCCLXVIE. 


Cay; Sung by Mrs. Cibher, in The Oracle. 


IC re- WEE you with her you love be bleſt, 
| Ye lovers, theſe inſtructions mind, 
Conceal the paſhon in your breaſt, 
Be dumb, inſenfible, and blind: 

But when with gentle looks you meet, 

And ſee the artleis bluſhes riſe, 

Be ſilent, loving, and diſcreet ; 
s per- The Oracle no more implies. 

When once you prove the maid ſincere, 
* Where virtue is with beauty join'd ; 
leſt; Then boldly like yourſelves appear, 
t reſt; No more inſendble, or blind: 
& Pour forth the tranſports of your heart, 
| your And ſpeak your foul without diſguile ; 
| care 'Tis fondneſs, fondneſs mutt impart ; 
your The Oracle no more implies, 
vain, Tho? pleaſing, fatal is the ſnare, 
un; That {till entraps all womankind; 
: Was Ladies, beware, be wile, take care, 

Be deaf, inſenſible, and blind: - 

But ſhould ſome fond deſerving youth - 
ir, Agree to join in Hymen's ties, 
re, Be tender, conſtant, crown his truth ; 
te. The Oracle no more implies. 


5 
S ON O +CCCCLXVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. Set by Mr. Howard. 


| E that a cuckold is, let it not grieve him; 
For iu his wants there is one to relieve him: 
He may fl-ep quietly when his wite's waking : 


And may be tree from care, void of pains-taking: 


And his condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Cefar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The Captain upon the ſea ptays for fair weather, 
While his wife and his mate ſail both together; 
Star-gazing on her back, at the moon's motion, 
While the poor cuckold is at lis devotion ; 

Vet his condition is not to be corned, _ 
Ceſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The Merchant upon the ſea ſearching for treaſure, 
What tho? his merchandize be out of meaſure; 
Vet, if he kiſs a girl, white he is ranging, 

His wiſe repays him, a bill of exchange, in: 
But his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Celar and Pompey were both ot them horned, 


The greatelt Lawyer that ever was ſent us, 
Olten returns his wife, Nox e invventus ; 

And tho' he never ſo wile in his place is, 

She will {till find that a flaw'in his cafe is: 
Vet his condition is not to be ſcotned, 

Celar and Fompey were both of them horned. 


The greateſt Stateſmen, that c'er was applauded, 

Need not to laugh at a Citizen hoarnede 

For, if 'tis true, as in ancient relations, 

The City-dames ſtill obey the Court-faſhions: 

Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Celar and Pompey were both of them horned. 
While 
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While the poor Parſon with zeal is expounding, 
Telling the people their fins are abounding ; 
Some one, perhaps, pays his tythes to his wite, 
Heedleſs of rules for amendment of life: 

Yet his condition is nat to be (corned, | 
Celar and Pompey. were, both, of them horned, 


Von that are:cuckolds, let ths be your comfort, 
Thereare few others. between thisand Rumford : 
Brethren all in a row, ſhake hands together, 
And never diſdain to wear the, bulls feather; 
For your condition is not to be ſcorned, | 
Celar and Pompey were both of them horned, 


SON G  CCCCEXIX, 
Sung by Mr. Lowe: Set by Dr. Arne, 


Seek not at once in a female to find 

The form of a Venus with Pallas's mind; 
Let the fair one I love have but prudence in view, 
That, tho! The deceive, I may.{till think her true: 
Be her Naben not beauteous, but pleaſing and 

clean; 

Let her temper be cloudleſs, and open her mien: 
By folly, ill-nature, nor vanity led, | 
Nor indebted to paint, — nor indebted to paint, 
For white or for red, for white or for red. 


May her tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of 
the ſex, a 

Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex; 

Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, 

For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes I deteſt; 

May her * the taſte of the company hit, 


Not affettedly wile, nor too pert with her wit: 


Go find out the maid that is form'd on my plan, 
And PII love her for ever, I'll love her tor ever, 
II mean, if I can,-I mean, if I can. | 


—— — 
— 


— 


l 


n n tp 
2 r 4 


— Geithbinntgts RT 
_ — — 
: 92222 
. * 2 OTE 


L * 
2 
$ 
" 
7 


[ 324 ] 
SON. O ». 


Sung by Mrs. Vincent. 


ET me wander not unſeen 
| By edge- row elms on hillocks green; 
There the Ploughman, near at hand, 
. Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land; 


And the Milkmaid fingeth blithe, 
And the Mower whets his ſcythe ; 
And ev'ry Shepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 


Or let the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecs ſound, 

To many a youth and many a maid 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade. 


S O N G CCCCLXXI. 
HOP E. A Paſtoral. Set by Mr. Arne, 


Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 

My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white-over with ſheep: 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 

Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
Wr all border'd with moſs, 

here the hare-bells and violets grow, 
Where the hare- bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 
F have found where the wood-pigeons. breed: 
ut let me that plunder forbear ; | 
She'll ſay 'twas a barbarous deed, p 
a or 
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For he ne er could be true, ſhe averr d. 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 

I lov'd her the more when I heard * 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 

Such tenderneſs, &c. 


But where does my Phillida ſtray ? | 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs ?- 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the Shepherds as gentle, as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 8 
And the face of the valleys as fine; _ 
The Swains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


SON G CCCCLXXIL 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


Fair, ye Swains, is gone aſtray; 
The little wand' rer loſt her way | 
In * | How oe N 1 A ndl 
oor Phillis, poor Phillis, poor lov AX 
Ah! lead her home, ye gentle — 
Who know an abſent lover's pains, 
p: And bring her ſafely &er the plains; 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis: 
Conceive what tortures rack my mind ; 
And, if you'll be fo juſt and kind, 
Tl give you certain marks to find 
My Phillis, Cc. 
Whene'er a charming form you ſee, 
Serenely grave, ſedately free, 
And mildly gay, it muſt be ſhe; 
"Tis Phillis, Se. | 
E e Not 


- 4 wh 


breed: 


LET - 
Not boldly bare, nor half undreſt, 
But under cover CRIES. 
In ſecret plays the little breaſt - 
Of Phillis, Sc. e 
When ſuch a heavenly voice you hear, 
As makes you think a Dryad near, 


Ah! ſeize her, and bring home my dear; 


"Tis Phillis, Sc. 
The Nymph, whoſe perſon, void of art, 
Has ev'ry grace, in ev'ry part, 
With murd'ring eyes, yet harmleſs heart, 
Is Phillis, &c. 
Whoſe teeth are like an iv'ry row, 
Whoſe ſkin is like the cleareſt ſnow, 
Whoſe face like—nothing that I know, 
Is Phillis, &c. 4 
But reſt, my ſoul, and bleſs your fate; 
The Gods, who form'd a piece ſo neat, 
So juſt, exact, and ſo complete, 
As Phillis; Sc. 
Proud of their hit in ſuch a flow'r, 
Which ſo exemplifies their -pow'r, 
Will guard, in ev'ry dang'rous hour, 


My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis, 


„SO NG Cel XXIII. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh. 


HE breed came forth frae the barn, 


And ſhe was ditting her cheeks; 
How can I he married to-day, 
That ha' ncither blankets, ne ſheets? 
That ha? neither blankets, ne ſhcets, 
And wants a covering too? 


The breed that has aw things to borrow, | 


Woo'd 


Has eben reet muckle to do. 


. 

Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw ; 
And was ſhe not very weel off, 


To be woo'd and marry'd and aw ? 


What is the matter? quoth Wolly, 
Though we be ſcant of claiths, 
We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive away the fleas. 
The ſummer is coming on, 
And we's get pickles a woo; 
We's fee a laſs of our ain, 
And ſhe'll ſpin blankets enow. 
Woo'd aud marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's mother, 
The deel ſtick aw this preed ! 

] had ne a plack in my pocket, 
The day I was made a breed. 

My gown was linſy-winſey, 
And ne'er a fark at aw; 

And you ha? gowns and buſkins, 
Mair than ane or twa. 

Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 
As he came in frae the plough: - 
Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 
And ye'ſe get geer enough; 
The ſtirk that gaus in the tether, 
And our brawd baſſen yade, 
To lade your corn in harveſt ; 
What wad you ha' your jade? 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c, 


E e 2 


lis. 
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Then up ſpake the breed's brother, 
As he came hence frae the kye : H 
Wolly wow'd ne'er ha? had you, In he: 
Had he known you, as weel 2s I; 
For you're baith proud, and ſaucy, 


Ne fit for a poor mon's wife; * 
Gin I ner ha' a better than you, A 4. 
I'ſe ne'er ha? ane in my life. | 15 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 
Then up ſpake the breed's ſiſter, * 
As ſhe ſat down by the fire: Steal 
O gin I married to-neet, 
"Tis aw that Fd defire : 


But I, poor girl, mult live ſingle, 
And do the beſt I can; 
I did not care what came o me, 


So I had but a gude man. A 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, | 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw: Whe 

And was ſhe not very weel off, Ot 
To be wog'd and marry'd and aw? * 

| m. 
S ON OG. +QCCCLAXIV. wn 
c 
The Words by Mr. Pope. Soon 
APPY the man whoſe wiſh and care WT. 
A few paternal acres bound, I 
Content to breathe his native air | 
In his own ground: So th 


Whoſe herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, WW If c 
W hoſe flocks ſupply him with attire ; 
Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, The 
| In winter fire, _ 

ell, 
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Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
Hours, days, and years, lde ſoft away, 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
Quiet by day, 
Sound ſleep by night, ſtudy and eaſe 
Together mix'd, ſweet recreation, 
And innocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, 
With meditation. 
Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown ; 
Thus unlamented let me die, 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 
Tell where I lie. 


S O0 NM Goar. 
The Wards by Mr. Gay. 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find? 


7 2 Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, h 
If my ſweet William ſails among your crew? 
's William, who high upon the yard, 


Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
* He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes belo w/ 
The cord flies ſwiftly thro! his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands, 
nd: So the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air 
"Re Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaft, | 
n read, If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
He drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleſt Captain in the Britiſh fleet | 
Bleſ Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 14 
ö E e 3 O Suſan! 1 


„ 
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O Suſan! Suſan! lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling tear: 
We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ill points to thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 2 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell thee failors, when away, 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Ves, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoc'er I go. | 


If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright ; 
Thy breath is Airic's ſpicy gale; 


Thy ſkin is ivory fo white: Sun 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. N 
Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, a 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; Trir 
Tho? cannons rear, yet ſafe from harms h Wat 
William ſhall to his dear return : Frol 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, Nyr 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 
The Boatſwain gave the dreadful word, Tt 
The ſails their fwelling bofoms ſpread ; : 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; | 
They kiſs d, ſhe ſigl'd, he hung his head. 4 


Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land; 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav d her lily hand. 


SONG 


[3Þ J 


SON G CCCCLXXVI. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, at Ranelagh. 


H ! what joys does conqueſt yield, 
\ be O When, returning from the field, 
ee. In triumphant ſtate we ſee : : 
I The god-like hero crown'd with victory! 
und; Laurel wreaths his head ſurrounding, 


Banners waving in the wind ; 
Fame her golden trumpet ſounding, 
ee ſo, Ev'ry voice in chorus join'd ; 
os All uniting to proclaim 
Th' immortal honours of his name. 


3 S ON G CCCCLXXVI. 


Sung by Mrs, Pinto. The Words and Mic by 
Dr. Arne. 


ue. YMPHS and Shepherds, come away, 
N Wanton in the ſweets of May; 10 
Trip it o'er the flow'ry lawns, 
Wanton as the bounding fawns ; 
Frolic, buxom, blithe, and gay, - 

fly, Nymphs and Shepherds come away. 


2 822 S O N G CCCCLXXVII. 
Ti LUCKY FALL. Set by Dr. Arne. 
Band of Cupids t'other day 


ad: | Were in a myrtle grove, 
+ 7 Till tir'd of ev'ry boyiſh play, 
d. They made a match to rove : 


* But where?” cry'd one (the cock of all,) 
mo ee + 4 * 
; „Hang Paphos an ympus 
ING I vote for Chloe's face 5 


Ty No 
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No ſooner ſaid, than off they flew ; 
And gath'ring round the fair, 
As ſwarms of bees on flowers do, 
They ſettled here and there; 
Some on her lips, her noſe, and chin; 
A ſcore on either cheek, 
While fifty to her eyes went in 
To play at hide and ſeek. 


But gravity itſelf mult ſmile, 
The wranglers to have heard, 

For place diſputing all the while, 
Tho' each his own preferr'd : 

Till chancing from her lips to ſlide, 
One fell on Chloe's breaſt, 

And creeping down, in triumph cry'd, 
* Who's ſtation's now the beſt ?? 


S ON G CCCCLXXIX. 
Sung in The Repriſal. 


3 the man whom I love tho' my heart 
J diſguiſe, 


I will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe; 
And if he has ſenſe hut to balance a ſtraw, 


He will ſure take the hint from the piQtureI draw, 


And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 


He will ſure take the hint from the picture ] draw, 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow: 
A peacock in pride, in gfimace a baboon; 

In, courage a hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. 


A peacock, &c. 


As a vultur rapacious, in falſhood a fox; 
Inconſtant as waves, and untceling as rocks: 


As 


In 


The pride of the great, of the rich, of the fair, 
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As a tiger ferocious, perverſe as a hogs 

In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 

As a tiger, &c. 

In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather: 
Yer if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw; 
Vet if he has ſenſe hut to balance a ſtraw 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 


SON G CCCCLXXX. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, ia The Jovial Crew. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
PN Ladies look gay when of beauty they 
boalt, [creas'd; 
And miſers are envy'd when wealth is in- 
The vapours oft kill all the joys of a toaſt, 


And the miſer's a wretch when he pays for 
the feaſt. 


May pity beſpeak, but envy can't move ; 
My thoughts are no farther aſpiring, 
No more my fond heart is deſiring, 
Than 1 content, and Be man that 1 
ove. 


SONG - CCCCLXXXI.. - - 


In the Serenata of Solomon. Sung by Mrs.Vincent, 
at Marybone. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


ALMY ſweetneſs ever flowing, 
From her dropping lip diſtils ; 
Flowers on her cheeks are blowing; 
And her voice with muſic thrills ; 

nada Zephyrs 
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Zephyrs o'er the ſpices flying, 
Wafting ſweets from ev'ry tree, 
Siek'ning ſenſe with odours cloying, 
Breathe not halt ſo ſweet as ſhe. 


S ON G CCCCLXXXI. 


Sung in Alfred. Set by Dr. Arne. 


| V. . IS E, ſweet meſſenger of morn, 
With thy mild beams this iſle adorn; 

For, long as Shepherds pipe and play, 

This, this ſhall be a holiday. = 

See! morn appears; a roſy hue 

Steals ſoft o'er yonder orient blue : 

Well are we met in trim array, 

To frolic out this holiday. 


Each Nymph, be like the bluſhing morn, 
That gaily brightens o'er lawn ; 

Each makes like the ſun be gay, 
And grateful keep this holiday. 


S ON G CCCCLXXXII.. 
Sung by Mrs, Pinto, in the Opera of Eliza. 


Thence to diſcern rough indultry 
At the harrow or the plough: 

*3' is where my ſons their crops have ſown, 
Calling the harveſt all their own. 


*Tis where the heart to truth ally'd, 
Never felt unmanly fear; 

*T is where the eye, with milder pride, 
Nobly ſheds ſweet pity's tear, | 

Such as Britannia yet ſhall ſee ; 
Theſe are the ſweets of liberty. 


[7 H O'D know the ſweets of liberty ? 
*Tis to climb the mountain's brow ; 
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$ O NG CCCCLXXXIV. 
, | Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 


1 Search'd the fields of ev'ry kind, 
The faireſt flow'rs I choſe, 
And ſent them in a wreath to bind 
My Rofalinda's brows, 
My Rofalinda's brows. 
im; Here hyacinthus, ting'd with blood, 
In purple beauty glows ; 
There, burſting from the ſwelling bud, 
Appears the bluſhing roſe, 
Appears the bluſhing roſe. 


Here violets of purple hue, 
Chaſte lilies white as ſnow, 
n, Narcifluſes that drink the dew, 
And near the fountain blow, | 
And near the fountain blow. [ thoſe, 
To boalt thy charms when 'crown'd with 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, O beauteous maid ! 
Thy face, that blooms ſo like the roſe, 
my. Like that, -alas! will fade, 
Like that, alas! will fade. 
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row ; S ON G _ CCCCLXXXV, 

A favourite CAN TATA. Set by Dr. Pepuſch. 
n, RAin. 


EE! from the ſilent grove Alexis flies, 
And ſeeks, with ev'ry pleaſing art, 
To eaſe the pain which lovely eyes 
Created in his heart : | | 
To ſhining theatres he now repairs, | 
To learn Camilla's moving airs, 
Where thus to muſic's pow'r the ſwain addreſs'd 
his pray rs. ; | 


ö [ 336 ] 
=_ -. AIR. 
i — ſounds, that ſweetly languiſh; Whe 
| Muſic, oh, compoſe my anguiſh ! | If thi 
4 Ev'ry paſſion yields to thee, And 
. Ev'ry paſſion yields to thee: x How 
x Phcebus, quickly then relieve me, | Her 
1 Cupid ſhalt no more deceive me; | Tho 
a III to ſprightlier joys be free, | She 
; Fl to ſprightlier joys be free. 
| RECITATI1VE. Whe 
Apollo heard the fooliſh ſwain; - Her 
He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, Her | 
How weak, t'aſſuage an am'rous pain, His « 
His own harmonious voice had prov'd, But! 
And all his healing herbs how vain : Her 
Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpeaking ſtrings, : 
Preluding to his voice, and ſings. 1 
5 IC 
| : A B Unie 
Sounds, tho charming, can't relieve thee ; Unfe 
Do not, er, then deceive thee ; Let 1 
Muſic 1s the voice of love, Ach 


Muſic is the voice of love: 

If the ay rt gate thee, 

Soft relenting, kind conſenting 
Will alone thy pain remove, : dung 
Will alone thy pain remove. 


S O NG CCCCLXXXVI. A 
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Set by Dr. Arne. 


YRTILLA demanding the aid of my pen, MW With 
To tell what of her were the thoughts of MW And 
the men, : Men 


— 


Inſiſted for once I would alter my tune, 
And write panegyrics as well as lampoon . : Whe 
| | it 


— 


— 
Ä ——ͤ TD... 2 „4 
_ — — _ 8 


nee; 


r 

With eandour deſeribing the woman I ſee, _ 
When.] Real from my glaſs, to Myrtilla and tea. 
If the eyes ſweet employ to the ſoul give delight; 


And beauty's an object engaging to ſight ; | 
How kind.is my fair one, whoſe ſtudies confeſs, 
Her aim is at nature's amendment in dreſs |. | 
Tho' oft” in the ſtructure, miſtaking the plan, 
She ſpoils what ſhe meant ſhou'd give pleaſure 
to man. „ 

When J hear her ſweet voice in its natural key, 
Her good-humour'd prattle is muſic to me; 
Her kiſs would ſoon make the dull hermit forego 
His cell and high views, for that heaven below ; 
But when fora trifle with anger grown bold, 
Her words are but giſcord, her kiſſes are cold. 


Like dew to the flowers is love to mänkind; 
Eich ſenſe's enjdyment in woman we find, 
Unieſs affectation, that bane to the fair, 
Unfetters the heart they attempt to enſnare: 
Let natute the ſcience of pleaſing direct, 
A charm ill- diſplay'd ſoon becomes a defect. 


%% —*˙ - 
Sung by Mr. Champnes, in the Entertainmen: of 
Arcadia. Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


ANI. tatherx's bliſs is to number his race, 
And exult in the bloom that juſt buds on 
their face; g 
With their prattle he'll daily himſelf. entertain, 
And read in their ſmiles their lov'd mother again. 
Men of pleaſure, be mute; this is life's lovely 
| view; [we renew. 
When ve look on our young ones, our youth 
Fe: Thus 
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| Thus loving we live, and thus loving enjoy; 
No deceit here diſtracts, no debauches deſtroy; 
ö From the May - morn of youth to Winter's white 
5 | age, | [life's Rage; N MAY 
p ' Hand in hand with Contentment we fing thro Sk 
And when Death bids us ſtop, we end eaſy our 
fong, {fo long, 
Then give the gods thanks that we've liv'd well 


S O N G CCCCLXXXVII. 
The TEMPEST f WAR. - 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall-Gardens. 


ET the tempeſt of war 
Be heard from afar, 
With trumpets” and cannons alarms; 
Let the brave, if they wall, 
By their valour or ſkill, _ 
Seek honour and conquelt in arms.. 


To live ſafe, and retire, 
Is what I deſire, 
Of my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt; 
For in them I obtain 
Trae peace without pain, 
And the laſting enjoyment of reft : 


In ſome cottage or cell, 
Like a ſhepherd to dwell, 
From all interruption at eale ; 
In a peaceable life, 
To be bleſt with a wife, 
Who will ſtudy her huſband to pleaſe. 


SONG 


joy; [ 339 i 


** s © N G CCCCLXXXIR. | 

s ſtage; MW MAY EVE; or, KATE of ABERDEEN. 

Ig thro! Sung by Miſs Polly Young, at Vauxhall. 

_ way Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 

4 wal HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 

I. To wanton with the winding ſtream, 

3 And kiſs reflected light: 
8 To courts be gone! heart-ſoothing ſleep, 
rdens. Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 


W hiltt I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expeRant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars her . gate, 
And gives the promis'd May: 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhal! all declare 
The 7 May, when ſeen, 

Not half ſo fragrant, half fo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen, 


FI! rune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 

Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new. dreſs'd green; 

Fond birds, tis not the morning breaks, 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blitheſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 
)NG The feltive dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or fing their tuneful lay, | 1 
F T2 Till 
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Till May ia morning-robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin-queen ; 
The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
Here's Kate of Aberdeen.“ 


8 Q. M6 @LEOCYC 
De. -JOYS.of HARVEST, 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


OW Pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er the 


lains, [ (wains, 


And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels and 


As they follow the laſt team of Harveit along, 
And end all their toils with a dance and a ſong: 
Poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 
Bleak Winter's approach they behold without fear, 
And when tempelts rattle and hurricanes roar, 
Enjoy what they have, and ne'crlanguith for more. 


Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 

And wie every moment of life as it flies; 

Gay youth is the ſpring-time, which all muſt 
improve, 

For Summer to ripen an Harveſt of Love: 

Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 

To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age, 

Whoſe frownsſhall difarm even Chloc's bright eye, 

Danip the flame in my boſom, and pall ev'ry joy. 


SO N Ml. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. 
F AIR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign 


To 'ſcape from her charms, and to drown 
'em in wine | 
I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 
The wine in my head, and {till love in my _ 
te- 
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] repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 

Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance 
weigb'd; | | 

Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my pray'r, 

That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply*d I, I've no need to be taught; 
Icame for your counſel to find out a fault: | 
If that's all, guoth Reafon, return as you came, 

To find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name. 


What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 
While, like lightning, ſhe darts through each 
throbbing vein ? | 
My ſenſes ſurpriz'd, in her favour took arms, 
And Reaſon conkrims me a ſlave to her charms, 


S ON G CCCCXCIL. 


Sung at Ranelagh. 
1 Told my nymph, I told her true, 
My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few; 
While {ault'ring accents ſpoke my fear, : 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere." 


Of crops deſtroy*d by vernal cold. 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold, 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear ; 


And was not Flavia then ſincere ? 


How, chang'd by Fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind, 

She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous tear; 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, 
My Flavia mult not hope for dreſs : 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſure mult be ſincere, 
| T1 2 Go 
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Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains ; 
Go reap the plenty of your plains : 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 
I know my Flavia's love's ſincere. 


S ON G CCCCXCnr. 
JENNY of te GREEN. 


ö | ( 

Sung by Mr. Beard. — 

WII L E others ſtrip the new- fall'n ſnow; \ 
And ſteal its fragrance from the roſe, An 
To drefs their tancy's Queen ; Tg On 
Fain would I ſing, but words are faint, \ 


All muſic's powers too weak to paint 
My Jenny of the Green. 


| Beneath this elm, beſide this ſtream, 


How oft Pve tun'd the fav'rite theme, 
And told my tale unſeen ! 

While, faithful in the lover's cauſe, 

The winds would murmur ſoft applauſe 
'To Jenny ot the Green. 


With joy my ſoul reviews the day, 

When, deck'd in all the pride of May, 
She hail'd the ſylvan ſcene ; 

Then ev'ry nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 

Firlt ſtrove to catch the grace and eaſe 
Ot Jenny of the Green. 


Then, deaf to ev'ry rival's ſigh, 

On me ſhe caſt her partial eye, 
Nor ſcorn'd my humble mien: 
The fragrant myrtle wreath I wear, 

That day adorn'd the lovely hair 
Of Jenny of the Green. | 
| | Through 
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Through all the Fairy land of Love, 
Til ſeek my pretty wand'ring dove, 
The pride of gay fifteen ; 
Tho! now ſhe treads ſome diſtant plain, 
Tho? far apart, I'll meet again 
My Jenny of the Green. 


But thou, old Time, till that bleſt night 
That brings her back with ſpeedy flight, 
ſnow; Meir down the hours between ; 
ole, And when we meet, the loſs repay, 
On loit'ring a, prolong my ſtay 

With Jenny of the Green. 5 


© DN eecentnd. 
FEMALE ADVICE. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


URSUING Beauty, men deſcry 
The diſtant ſhore, and long to prove, 
Still richer in variety, 8 
The treaſures of the land of Love. 


We women, like weak Indians, ſtand, 
Inviting from our golden coalt 
The wand'ring rovers to our land; 
But ſhe who trades with them is loſt, 
With humble vows they firſt begin, 
Stealing uuſeen inta the heart; 
Bur, by poſſeſſion ſettled in, 
They quickly act another part. 
For beads and baubles we reſign 
In ignorance our mining ſtore, 
Diſcover Nature's richeſt mine, 
And yet the tyrants will have more. 


Thr ough Ye 
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Ye fair, take heed, forbear to try 


How men can court, or you be won; 
For love is but diſcove 


When that is made the pleaſure's done, 


S O N G CCCCXCV. 
Sung in the Maſque of Alfred. 


E warblers, while Strephon I mourn, 
To chear me your harmony bring ; 
Unleſs, ſince w Shepherd is gone 
You ceaſe, like poor Phillis to ſing - 
Each flower declines its ſweet head, 
Nor odours around me will throw, 


While ev'ry ſoft lamb on the mead © 


Seems kindly to pity my woe. 
Each rural amuſement I try, 
In vain to reſtore my palt eaſe; 
What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 
Has now loſt the power to pleaſe : 
Ye ſeaſons that A= the grove, 
Not long for your abſence we mourn; 
But Strephon neglects me and love, 
He roves, and will never return, 


As gay as the Spring is my dear, 
And ſweet as all | Fortes combin'd 
His ſmiles, like the Summer, can chear, 
Ah! why then, like Winter, unkind? 
Unkind he is not, I can prove, 
But tender to others can be; 
To Celia and Chloe makes love, 
Ang only is cruel to me, 
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s ON G .CCCCXCVI. 


E AS TE, haſte, Amelia, gentle fair, 
5 To ſoft Elyſian gales; 
NC, From ſmoke to ſmiling ſkies repair, 


And ſun-illumin'd vales : 
No ſighs, no murmurs, haunt the grove, 
But bleſſings crown the plains ; | 
Here calm Contentment, heav'n-born maid, 
| And Peace, the Cherub, reigns. 


N, 
8 5 


7 


O come ! for thee the roſes bloom, 
The deep carnation grows; 

For thee ſweet vi'|ets breathe perfume, 
The white-rob'd lily blows; 

For thee their ſtreams the Naiads roll, 
The daiſied hills are gay, 

Where fanny of Amelia's ſoul) 
The ſpotleſs lambkins play. 


From vale to vale the zephyrs rove, 
To rob th* unfolding flow'rs; 

And mulic melts in ev'ry grove, 
To charm thy rural hours; 

The warbling lark, high-poiz'd in air, 
Exerting all his pride, 

Will ftrive to pleaſe Amelia fair, 
Who pleaſes all beſide. 


S Q:;N. (GG: . CCCCXCVIT, 


LOVEs ELEGY. Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


AREWELTL, Ianthe, faithleſs maid, 
Source of my grief and pain; 

Who with fond hopes my. heart betray'd, 
And tann'd Love's kindling flame, 


Yet 
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Vet gave from me thy hand, this morn, 


To Corydon's rich heir, 
Who with gay veſtments did adorn 
Thee, falſe, yet beauteous fair. 
Adieu, my native ſoil ; ye vales, 
High woods, and tufted hills: 
Adieu; ye groves and flow'ry dales, 
Clear ſtreams and cryſtal rills: 
Adieu; ye bring into my mind 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy days, 
When Iphis found Tanthe kind, 
And pleaſure ſtrew'd his ways. 
Ere dawn my homely ſteps I'll bend, 
Where diſtant mountains riſe, 
In hopes that Reaſon there may ſend 
That aid ſhe here denies ; 
That time and abſence may effaco 
Her image from my breaſt, 
Which, while ſhe there maintains a place, 
Can never taſte of reſt. 


SON G CCCCXCVIE. 


RETIREMENT, Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


F the ſmoaky town, adieu 
Each rude and ſenſual joy ; 

Gay, fleeting pleaſures, all untrue, 
That in poſſeſſion cloy. 


Far from the garniſh'd ſcene P11 fly, 
Where Folly keeps her court, 
To wholeſome, found Philoſophy, 
And harmleſs rural ſport. 


How happy is the humble cell, 
How Hleſt the deep retreat, 
Where Sorrow's billows never ſwell, 


Nor Paſſion's tempeſts beat! But 


0:267:] 
But ſafely through the ſea of life, _ 


Calm Reaſon wafts us o'er, 
Free from Ambition, Noiſe, and Strife, 
To Death's eternal ſhore. | 


S ON G CCCCXCIX. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


1 women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 

That I quit my poor Chloe, and (tick to 
my glaſs; 

But to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own; 

And if you don'tlike them, why—let them alone, 


Altho? I have left her, the truth Þ'11 declare: 

I believe ſhe was good, and Pm ſure ſhe was fair : 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper ſee, 
That make it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own: 
But, tho? ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, [frown : 
Did you Cer ſee a frown in a bumper ot wine? 


Her lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime 
Yet lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time: 

But in wine, from its age, {uch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better the older it grows, 


They tell me, my love would in time have been 


cloy'd, 
And that beauty's inſipid when once *tis enjoy'd : 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy ; 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 
Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove 
The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love: 
But in drinking, thank Heav'n, no rival con- 
tends; | (friends, 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are 
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She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life 
With nurſes, and habies, and ſqualling, and ftrife ; 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring: 
And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing, 
We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; 
It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age: 

But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 
And keep out CYother leg, when there's one in 

the grave. | 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their word, 
She has left me to get an eſtate, or a Lord: 
But my bumper (regarding nor title or pelf,) 
Will ttand by me, when I can't ſtand by myſelf, 
Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain: | 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy: 
Should you doubt what I ſay, take a bumper 
and try, © os 


1 
Sung in the Maſque of Alfred. 


W HEN Britain firſt at Heav'n's com- 
mand, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe, Sc. 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian Angels ſung this ſtrain: 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Bri:ons never will be ſlaves, 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, . 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall, 
Mult in, Sc. . [ free, 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and 
The dread and envy of them all, 
Rule; Britannia, Cc. nn 
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Sill more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, | 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, + / 
More dreadful, Sc. 

As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 

| Serves but to root thy native oak, 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame ; 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
All their, Oc. 

Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and chy renown. 

Rule, Britannia, Oe. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
Thy cities, Cc. 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, , 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles thine, * 
Rule, Britannia, Sc. Han 


The Muſes ſtill with freedom found, 

Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, | 
Shall to thy hap PPY coaſt repair z | 
Bleſs'd iſle ! with kauties, with matchlefs beau- 

ties crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair, 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves; 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. © 


g...Q. N-:6:' DE 


Set by Mr, Howard, 


HE blitheſt bird that fings in May, 
Was ne'er more blithe, was ne er more gay, 
Than I, ah, well-a- day! 


han 1, ah; n | 
1 , G 2 Ere 
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Ere Colin yet had learn'd to ſigh, 

Or I to gueſs the reaſon Why, 
Oh love, ah, well-a-day ! 
Oh love, ah, well-a-day! 


We kiſs'd, we toy'd, we neither knew, 
From whence theſe fond endearments grew, 
Till he, ah, well-a-day! 
Till he, &c. 
By time and other ſwains made wiſe, 
: N to talk of hearts and eyes, 
nd love, ah, well-a-day ! 
And love, SS. 


Kind Nature now took Colin's part; 
| 2 oops inform'd againſt my heart ; 
y heart, ah, well-a-day! !“ 

My heart, &c. | 
Straight glow'd with thrilling ſympathy, 
And echo'd back each gentle ſigh, 
Each ſigh, ah, well-a-day ! 
Each ſigh, Oc. 


Can love, alas] by words be won? 
He aſk'd a proof, a tender one, 
While I, ah, well-a-day ! 
While I, ah, well-a-day! _ 
In ſilence bluſh'd a fond reply: 
Can ſhe who truly loves deny? 
Ah, no, ah, well-a-day ! 
Ah, no, ah, well-a-day! 


S8 ON G Dll. 


A Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 

2 And baniſhes deſpair; 

If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye Gods, your care, 


Diſpel 


OV 
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H 


= voice was like the nightingale's, 
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Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove; 
Oh! ſend ſome cheering ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. | 


Thus, in the fecret friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Celia mourn'd, 

While courtly Echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's well-known face 
Each rifing fear diſarms, 


. 


He eager ſprings to her embrac 
She finks into his arms. 1 


S ON G Dll. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Comus. 
RECITATIVE. © 


OW gentle was my Damon's air F 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair; 


ore ſweet his breath than flow'ry val 


How hard ſuch beauries to reſign p 
And yet that cruel talk is mine, 
How hard, c. 


AE. 


On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 


Along the margin ot each ſtream, 


Dear conſciouy ſcenes of former love, 


I mourn, and Damon is my theme: 


The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain; : 


G 82 From 
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From hill, from dale, each charm is fled; 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more; 
Each flow'r in pity droops its head ; 

All natw.e dees my loſs deplore : 

All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 

Yet Damon till I ſeek in vain ; 

All, all, Se. 


$ O N G DIV. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Comus. Set by Dr, Arne, 


OULD you taſte the noon-tide air, 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the poplar bough, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you: 
Down each fide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Lightly o'er the moſly ground, 
Lightly o'er the moſly ground, 
Sultry Pheebus ſcorching round, 
Sultry Phœbus ſcorching round, 


Round the languid herds and ſheep, 
Stretch'd on ſunny hillocks, ſleep; 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 

The fair does all alone repoſe, 

The fair does all alone repoſe : 

All alone; yet in her arms 

Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 
Till, bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
The joys of love are joys alone, 
The joys of love are joys alone. 
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8 ON G DV. 
| Sung in Comus. 
HE wanton God, who pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his N A darts; 
But the nymph diſdains to pine, 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wine, 


Roſy wine, roſy wine, 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wine, 


Farewel lovers when they're cloy'd, 
If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd ; 
Sure the ſqueamiſh Fops are free 
To rid me of dull company ; 

Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
To rid me of dull company. 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe ; 


I love them much, but more my eaſe: 
No jealous fears my love moleſt, 


Nor faithlefs vows ſhall break my reſt ; 


Break my reſt, break my reſt ; Pa 
Nar faithleſs vows ſhall break hk 


Why ſhould they e're give me pain, 
Who to give me joy diſdain ? 

All I hope of mortal man 

Is to love me while he can; 

While he can, while he can, 

Is to love me while he can. 


| SONG DVI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. The Words by Mr. Prior. 


S Chloe came into the room Yother day, 
1 I peeviſh began, Where ſo long could you 


ſtay 
ads may © In 
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In your life. time you never regarded your hour; 


You promig'd at two, but look, child ! *tis four: 


A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels, 

Tis — that *tis loaded with baubles and 
eals: 

A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear 

Thus far I went on with a reſolute air, 

Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord, bleſs me! ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak, 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fall'n into my neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree; 
Look here, for you never believe me, pray fee, 
On the left ſide” my breaſt what a mark it has 
made! 5 | 

So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd : 
That ſcene of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd, 
And forgot ev'ry word I delign'd to have laid. 


S O N G Dv 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


8 CE Jenny thinks mean her heart's love to 
deny, 
And Pepgy's uneaſy when Harry's not by; 
I will own, without bluſhing, were all the 
world by, | 
That Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
'That Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


He brought me a wreath which his hand did 
compoſe, : .* i[ roſe; 
Where the dale-loying lily was twin'd with the 
Young myrtle in ſprigs did the border incloſd. 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, Sc. 


By 


By myrt 
The rofl 
And th 


And 
And 


Theſe r 
My mo! 


But d'y. 
And) 
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By myrtle, ſaid he, is my paſſion expreſs'd; 
The roſe, like your lips, in vermilion is dreſs'd : 
And the lily, for whiteneſs, would vie with 
your breaſt. 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, Sc. | 


Theſe ribbands of mine were his gifts at the fair, 
My mother look*d croſs, and cry'd, Fanny, be- 
ware! | 
But d'ye think I regard her? Not I, I declare, 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, Sc. 7 


Beneath a tall beech, and reclin'd on his crook, 
I ſaw my you Shepherd; how ſweet was his 
ook! 


Hc atk'd for ene kiſs, but an hundred he took, 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, Se. 


Then what can I do, O inſtru me, ye maids, 


When a lover fo kindly, fo warmly invaces, 


Whoſe lence as much as his language perſuadęs. 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


SON G DVIIL. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by My. Worgan. 


Oung Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight, 
He's ever unhappy when I'm from his 
ſigkt; 8 
He wants to be with me wherever I go; 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 


The deuce {ure1s in him for plaguing me fo. 


His 
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His pleaſure all day is to fit by my fide, 

He Joes and he ſings, tho I Hohn and Ichide; 
1 big him depart but he, ſmiling, ſays, No; 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
The deuce, Cc. 

He often requeſts me his flame to relieve, 

I aſk him what favour he hopes to receive ? 

His anſwer's a ſigh, while in bluſhes I glow, 
What mortal beſide him would plague a maid ſo? 
What mortal, &c. 


This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the 


Wake, 
And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his fake ;. 
Such trifles tis eaſy enough to beſtow, 
J ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo, 
J ſure, &c. | 
He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 
And meets me each morn to conduct me again; 
But what's his intention I wiſh I could know, 
For I'd rather be marry d than plagu'd with him 
ſo, | [him ſo, 
For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with 
SON G DIX. 
* E morning freſh, the ſun in caſt, 
New gilds the imiling day; 

The morning freſh, the ſun in 4 

New gilds the ſmiling day; 
The lark forſakes his dewy neſt, 
The fields all round are gaily dreſs'd : 

Ariſe, my love, and play, and play ; 

| Ariſe, my love, and play. | 

Come forth, my fair, come forth, bright maid, 

And bleſs thy Shepherd's fight ; 1 
Come forth, &c. EP 
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Lend ev'ry folded flow'r thy aid, 
Unveil the role's bluſhing ſhade, 


And give them ſweet delight, 
And give, &c. 7 


Thy preſehce makes all nature ſmile, 


Thoſe ſmiles your charms improve; 
Thy preſence, &c. 


Thy ſtrains the liſt'ning birds beguile, 
And, as invite, reward their toil, 


And tune their notes to love, 
And tune, @c. 


Beneath the fragrant hawthorn-tree, 


The flow'rs in wreaths I'll twine; 


Beneath the fragrant hawthorn tree, 


The flow'rs in wreaths Þ 11 twine; 


Ere other eyes ye beauties ſee, 
Then on my brows adorn'd ſhall be; 


Thy happy fate be mine, be mine, 
Thy happy fate be mine. ; 


S © N.GQ-..: DX. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe. Set by Mr. Howard. 
HE new-flown birds the Shepherds ſing, 


And welcome in the May; 

Come, Paſtorella, now the ſpring 
Makes ev'ry landſkip gay; 

Wide. ſpreading trees their leafy ſhade 
O'er half the plain extend, 

Or, in reſlecting fountains play'd, 
Their quiv*ring branches bend. 

Or, in reflecting fountains play'd, 
Their quiv'ring branches.bend. 

Come, taſte the ſeaſon in its prime, 
And bleſs the riſing year; t 

Oh! how my ſoul grows ſick of time, 
Till chou, my love, appear! 
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Then ſhall J paſs the gladſome day, Coul 
Warm in thy beauty's ſhine, Bu 
When thy dear flack ſhall feed and play, Of tl 
And intermix with mine, 7 In 
When thy dear flock ſhall feed and play, The! 
And intermix, Sc. a 
For thee, of doves a milk-white pair | = |; 
In filken bands I hold; | T 
For thee a firſtling lambkin fair 
I keep within the fold: 
If milk-white doves acceptance meet, 
Or tender lambkins pleaſe, LR: 
My ſpotleſs heart, without deceit, 
Be offer'd up with theſe. 81 
y ſpotleſs heart, without deceit, a 
' Be offer'd up with theſe. Adie 
S GONG XI. | wi 
Set by Dr. Arne. | he 
81 wilt thou waſte thy prime, * 
Stranger to the joys of love? Ut 
Thou haſt youth, and that's the time Bu 
Every minute to improve : Back 
Round thee wilt thou never hear Sh 
Little wanton girls and boys F aſe 
 Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, Qu 
Sweetly ſounding in thy car, Ga 
Infants prate and mother's joys ? y 
Only view that little dove, The 
Softly cooing to his mate; By 
As a farther proof of love, Citie 
See her for his kiſſes wait: TP 
Hark! that charming nightingale, Deli; 


As he flies from ſpray to ſpray, 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous tale, | 
Sweetly tunes, Sc. 

I love, I love, he ſtrives to ſay, 
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Could I to thy ſoul reveal 
But to the leaſt, the thouſandth part 
Of thoſe pleaſures lovers feel 
In a mutual change of heart; 
hen repenting, wouldſt thou ſay, 
Virgin tears, from hence remove, 
All the time is thrown away, | 
All the time is thrown away, 
That we do not ſpend in ore, 


S ON G DXI.L 
LE MEILLEUR MEDICIN,. 1 
QIEK of the town, fair Delia flew . mo 


To Contemplation's rural ſear ; 

Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain world adieu, I 

| Fools only ſtudy to be great: 1 
The book; the lamp, the hermit's cell | 

The moſs-grown roof, the matted floor 3 


All theſe ſhe had twas mighty well; id 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more. ; 1 
Back to the buſy world again $i 


She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary pain, ; 
Quiet of heart, and peace of mind: k 
Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, 
By turns her fickle fancy fill; 11 
The world ſeem'd all within her pow r: 1 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething ſtill. 4 
Cities and groves, by turns, were tryd; 1 
"Twas all, ye fair, an idle tale, 1 
elia at length became a bride, | 


A bride to Damon of the vale : it | 
Behold | 


* 


abe 
Behold, at once the gloom was clear'd ; 
Damon was kind z—and from that hour 
Each place a paradiſe appear'd, KY 
And Delia wanted nothing more. 
SON G DXIIL 
Sung by Mrs. Clive, in As You Like It. 
W HEN daiſies Ps, and vi'lets blue, 
And cackow-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady-ſmocks all filver white, 
o paint the meadows with delight; 
The cuckow then, onev'ry tree, 
Mocks marry'd men; for thus ſings he: 
Cackow! Cuckow? oh! word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear. x 


When Shepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, | 
And merry larks are Plonghmens clocks  - 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer {mocks ; © 
The cuckow then, on eviry tree, TH 
Mocks marry'd men; for thus ſings he: 
Cuckow ! Cuckow | oh ! word of fear, 
Unpleaſing, c. x 


S ON G Dv. 


Set by Dr, Boyce. N 
\ \ HEN the nymphs were contending for 


beauty and fame, claim; 
Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in right of her 
And to crown the high trenſports dear conqueſt 
| excites, | 
At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's, 
At court the was envy'd, and toalted at was = 
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ERS OO OT” 
But how ſhall I whiſper this fair one's ſad caſe ? 
A cruel diſeaſe has deſtroy d her ſweet face ; 
Her vermilion is chang'd to a dull ſettled red, 
And all the gay graces of beauty are fled, 
And all, M&"* [5s tt > | | 
Take heed, all ye fair, leſt you triumph in vain; bn | | 
For Sylvia, tho” alter d from pretty to plain, = 
Is now more engaging, ſince reaſon took place, 


| * 1 1 
Than when ſhe poſſeſt the perfections of face, 
Than when, &c. el FOOT OTE: MESS Wl 
©5414 


Convinc'd ſhe no more can coquette it, and teaze, 
Inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe; - 0 
Makes truth and diſcretion the guide of her life; - | | 
Tho ſpoil'd fora toaſt, ſhe's well form'd for a wife, 4 
Tho' ſpoil'd for a toaſt; ſhe's well form d for a wife. 


| 5s © N 6. xv. 
£ L Q VE in LO WII 1 
Wes N G ſackey he courted ſweet Moggy 
ſo fair; os. 
The laſs ſhe was lovely; the ſwain debonair: - - 
They hugg'd, and they cuddled, and talk d with 
. 7 their eyes, 
And look'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe, 


A fortnight was ſpent ere dear Moggy came too}. 
for For maiden a deeency keep when they Woo: 
im; At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vow; 
her And Jockey he gave, for a jointure, his cow. 
| They pannelPd their Dobbins, and rodetotbefair, 
: Still kiſſing and fondling until they came there: 
eis, They call'd on the Parſon, and by him were wed 

Pat And Moggy the took her dear 4 — to bed. 


H h They 


* 
4 
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They ſtaid chere a week, as the neighbours all ſay; 
And none were ſo happy, and gameſome, as they: 
Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt un. 


ind; 
For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 


Surpriz d at this treatment, ſhe cry'd, Gaffer Jock, 

Pray what is the reaſon that Moggy you mock? 
Quoth he, Gooſe, come on! why you now are 
my bride; 

And when volk are wed, they ſet fooling aſide. 


He took home his Moggy, good conduct to learn, 

Who bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd the 
old barn ; 

They laid in a ſtock for the cares that enſue, 

And now live as man and wife uſually do. 


S GN G DRI. 


Sung by Mrs. Clive, in The Miſer. 


OW brim-full of nothing's the life of a beau! 
They've nothing to think of, they've no- 


thing to do; 


And nothing to talk af, for nothing they know: 
Such, ſuch, 3s the life of a beau, 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh air; 
Spend the morning in nothing, but curling their 


hair; | 
And do nothing all day, but ſing, ſaunter and 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, [{tare: 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 
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For nothing, at night, to the playhouſe they 


croud ; | [proud; 
To mind nothing done there, they always are 
But to bow, and to grin, and talk nothing aloud; 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


For nothing they run to th' aſſembly and ball; 
And for nothing, at cards, a fair partner they call ; 
For they ſtill mutt be baſted, who've nothing at all: 
Such, ſuch, is the lite of a beau, 

Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


For nothing, on Sundays, at church they appear; 


They have nothing to hope for, and nothinz ro 
fear ; ſhere; 


They can be nothing no where, who nothing are 


Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


8 ON n 

JOCKEY and JENNY. A Dialogue. 
; She. | 

QIEAN winter has left us, the trees are in 


bloom, 
And cowſlips and vi ets the meadows perfume ; 
While kids are dif] — 17 birds fil the ſpray, 
I wait for my Joe ey to hail the new May, - 
I wait for my Jockey to hail the new May. 


He. 8 
Among the young lilies, my Jenny, Tve ſtray'd ; 


Pinks, daiſies, and woodbines, [ bring tomy maid ; 


Here's thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and lavender gay, 


A poly to form for my queen of the May, 
A poly to form, Sc. 


H h 2 | She. 
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, 1 : She. 5 
Ah! Jockey, I fear you intend to beguile: 
When ſeated with Molly laſt night on a ſtile, 
You ſwore that you'd love her for ever and ay, 
Forgetting poor Jenny, your queen of the May. 
Forgetting poor Jenny, SSS. | 
1119 4 fed ing: + | 85 

Young Willy is handſome, in Shepherd's green 

[1 +4 9 | [ breaſt, 
He gave you thoſe ribbands that hang dt your 
Beſides three ſweet kiſſes upon the new hay: 
Was that done like Jenny, my queen of the May? 
Was that done like Jenny, Sc. | 

18 She. 5 
This garland of roſes no longer I prize, 
Since Jockey, falſe-hearted, his paſſion denies; 
Ye flowers ſo blooming, this inſtant decay, 
For _ no lor ger the queen of the May, 
For Jenny's no longer, 6. 

8 . „ 

Believe me, dear maiden, your lover you wrong; 
Vour name is for ever the theme of my ſong: 
From the des of pale eve to the dawning of day 


I ſing but of Jenny, my queen of the Ma 
I ſing but of Jenny, S. 10 


| 7 4 -- ; 
Again balmy comfort with tranſport I view; 
My fears are all vaniſ{h'd, fince Jockey is true: 
Then to our blithe Shepherds the news PII con- 


vey, [May, 
That . alone you've crown'd queen of the 
That Jenny, &c, * 
Fenn | 


Of ev'ry 
Avoid all 
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| 
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| | He. 
Of ev'ry degree, ye young lovers, draw near; 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate' er may appear; 
Believe not your eyes, if your peace they'd be- 
tray : [May, 


Then come, ay dear Jenny, and hail the new 


Then come, Oc. 
Both. 

Of ev'ry degree, ye young lovers, draw near; 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'er may appear ? 
Believe not your eyes, if your peace they'd be- 

tray: May. 
Then come, my dear Jockey, and hail the new 
Then come, my dear Jenny, and hail the new 


May. 
S ON G DXVIII. 


Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Worgan, 


N Shepherd was like Strephon gay, 
No Swain to me ſo dear; 

Twas rapture all the live-long day 
His ſong, his pipe, to hear, 
His ſong, his pipe, to hear: 

Vet when he ſich' , and talk'd of love, 
His paſſion Id forbid ; 

For what I felt to hide I ſtrove; 
Upon my word I did, 
Upon my word I did. 


The ſpring, when nature wakes to youth, 
And looks all life and joy, 
The ſummer's ſun, ſaw Strephon's truth, 
Saw Chloe ſtill was coy, - 
Saw Chloe, &c, ; 
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At length he vow'd, Thou cruel fair; 


Diſdain my heart has freed : CY” 


He ſpoke, and left me in deſpair ; 
Upon my word he did, : 
Upon, &c. | | 
How ſad, how penitent was I! 
My pride has caus'd my pain: 
From morn to eve I us'd to ſigh, 
Oh! Strephon, come again, 
On! Strephon, c. | 
It chanc'd, he ſought a tender lamb, 
'That in the grove lay hid; | 
When, thoughtleſs, there I breath'd his name; 
Upon my word I did. | 
Upon, &c, 1 
Surpriz'd, my well-known voice to hear, 
In ſounds of ſoft delight, 
With eager ſteps the youth drew near, 
And met my taptur'd light, * - 
And net, &c. | 
No pow'r. had J, all art was vain, 
Of Strephon to getbrid ; 
My panting heart confeſs'd the Swain 
hon my word it did, 


Upon, Se. 


O Nymph, he cry'd, whoſe eyes to meet, 
My foul with joy o'erflows! 

The bee, that roves from ſweet to ſweet, 
Like me, prefers the raſe, | : 
Like me, Cc. ; 

Ye maids, with whom T've tripp'd the green, 
Let other youths ſucceed; 
Mu Chloe welcom'd me again 
Upon my word ſhe did, 

Upon, Se. . 
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While bluſhes crimſon'd o'er my cheek, 
My hand with warmth he preſt; 
Oh! ſpeak, he ſigh'd, my Chloe ſpeak, 
Shall Strephon now be bleſt? | 
Shall Strephon now be bleſt ? 
Ah ! who that lov'd fo well, ſo long, 
The Shepherd could have chid ? 
Perhaps you think I held my tongue; 
Upon my word I did, 
Upon my word I did, 


S O N G DxIx. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


He bleſt has my time been! what days 
have I known own |! 

Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jeily my 

So joytul my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 

That freedom is taite!eſs, and roving a pain, 

That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain. 


Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often we 
{tray, 

Around us, our boys and girls frolic and play; 

How pleaſing their ſport is, the wanton ones ſee, 

And borrow their locks from my Jeſiyand me, 

And borrow, Sc. 


To try her ſweet temper oft-times am I ſeen 

In revels all day with the Nymphs of the green; 
Tho' painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets me at night with compliance and 
And meets, &c. 1 [ \miles, 


What tho? on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 
Her eaſe and good-humour bloom all the year 
5 through: © 
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Time ſtill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her 
And gives, &c. [youth, 


Ve Shepherds ſo gay, who make love to enſnare, 
And cheat with talſe vows the too credulous fair ; 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home; 
To hold it for life, you muit find it at home. 


SON G DXX. 
u r rr a. 


Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard. 


Y E chearful virgins, have ye ſeen 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 

To rote or jaſmin how'r ? 

To roſe or jaſmin bow'r ? 
Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade ? 
For ſure ye know the blooming maid, 
Sweet as the May-born flow'r, 

Sweet as the May-born flow'r. 


Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe 
Join'd with the lily as it grows, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie, 
Where each in ſweetnels vie; 
Like dew-drops glitt'ring in the morn, 
When Phcebus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her eye, 
Health ſparkles in her eye. 


Her ſong is like the linnet's lay, | 
That warbles chearful on the ſpray, 
To hai! the vernal beam, 
To hail the vernal beam. 
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Her heart is blither than her ſong ; 
Her paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream, 


SON G DXXI. 
Set by Mr. Howard. 8 
„ 5 heaves my fond boſom? ah! wha 


can it mean? 
Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene? 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne 
is near? | 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and feat? 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 
The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh thy face: 
Each moment I view thee, new beauties ] find; 


Wich thy faceI am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy 
With thy, Ge. mind, 


Untainted with folly, unſully'd by pride, 

There native good-humour and virtue reſide: 
Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply 
With compallion for him, who without thee muſt 


[die. 


ie, 
With compaſſion for him, who without thee mult 


S ON G DXXIL. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Fair Quaker of Deal. 


OW little do the landmen know 
Of what we ſailors feel, 
When waves do mount, and winds do blow ! 
But we have hearts of ſteel. N 
No 


[ 370 ] 
No danger can affright us; 
No enemy ſhall flout: _ 
We'll make the Monfieurs right us: 
So toſs the cann about, 


Stick ſtout to orders, meſſmates; 
We'll plunder, burn, and ſink: 

Then, France, have at your firſt rates; 
For Britons never ſhrink: 

We rummage all we fancy; 

We'll bring them in by ſcores; 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in louis-d'ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble Commodore, 

We'll ipend our wages freely, boys, 
And then to ſea for more. 

In peace we'll drink and fing, boys; 
In war we'll never fly; 


Here's a health to George, our King, boys, 


And the Royal Family. 


SON G DXXIIL 
Set by Mr. Stanley. 


DE FE ND my heart, ye virgin pow'ts, 


From am'rous looks and ſmiles, 
And ſhield me in my gayer hours, 
From love's deſtructive wiles : 
In vain let ſighs and melting tears 
Employ their moving-art, | 
Nor may deluſive oaths and pray'rs 
E'er triumph o'er my heart. 


My calen content and virtuous joys 

ay envy ne'er moleſt, 

Nor let ambitious thoughts ariſe 
Within my peaceful brealt ; 


( 372 ] 
Yet may there ſuch a decent ſtate, 
Such unaffected pride, | 
As love and awe at once create, 
My words and actions guide. 


Let others, fond of empty praiſe, 

Each wanton art diſplay, N 

While fops and fools in raptures gaze, 
And figh their fouls away: 

Far other dictates I purſue, 
(My bliſs in virtue plac'd) 

And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer few, 
Who real worth can taſte. 


SON G DXXIV. 
Sung in the Opera of Eliza. 


W HEN all the Attic fire was fled, 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loſt her ſeat, 
Poor Freedom lolt her ſeat ; 
The Gothic mantle ſpread a night, 
'That damp'd fair Virtue's fading light ; 
The Muſes loſt their mate, 
» The Mules loſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wayder ? what new ſhore 
Had yet a laurel left in ſtore ? 
To this bleſt iſle they ſteer, 

To this. bleſt iſle they ſteer. 
Soon the Parnaſhan choir was heard, 
Soon Virtue's ſacred form appear'd, 

And Freedom ſoon was here, 

And Freedom ſoon was here, 


The 
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The lazy monk has loſt his cell, 
Religion rings her hallow'd bel}, 


She 
She 


Hark, hark, hark, her voice all plaintive ſounds, 


calls. thee now by me, 
calls thee now by me. 


Sec, ſee, ſee; ſhe receives a thouſand wounds, 
If ſhielded not by thee, 
If ſhielded not by thee, 


WI 


S ON G DXXV: 


TH Phoebus J often aroſe, 
To feaſt on the charms of the 


The fragrance to {mell of the roſe, 
Or liſten to hear the birds fing : 
When linnets exalted their ſtrains, 
The muſic enchanted my ear; 
My eyes too were bleſs'd on the plains . 
With various ſweet blooms of the year. 
When Chloe ſhone ſmiling ſo gay, 
I there fix d the ſcene of deli Mis 
* thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the day, 


ſaw 
Still mu 


her in dreams all the night: 
ling on Chloe I walk'd, 


My harveſt no more in my thought: 
Of nothing but Chloe I talk'd ; 
Her ſmiles were the harveſt I ſought, 


No longer the warblers could pleaſe; - 


No longer the roſes look'd gay; 
For muſic, and ſweetneſs, and eaſe, 
Were loſt, if my love was away: 
J tun'd to her beauties my Jays, 
I ſtudy'd each art that could move; 
She took the kind tribute of praiſe, 


And paid it with fondneſs and love. 
SONG 
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s O NG DXXVL. 
| Sung in the Entertainment of Harlequin Sorcerer. 
4 *. Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 


ach lad with his laſs hither come, 
, With finging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate harveſt home: . 
Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, liarveſt home, 


Fo celebrate harveſt home. 
s Our labour is o'er, our barns in full ſtore 
ga Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land; 


Lei each man then take, for his prong and his rake, 
His cann and his laſs in his hand: | 
For Ceres, Se. * 


No Courtier can be ſo happy as we, 
In 1anocence, paſtime, and mirth, . 
While wy jms carouſe with our ſweetheart or 
pouſe, | 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth, 
When Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 


To celebrate harveſt home, 


S ON G DXXVIL 
Sung in Eliza, an Engliſh Opera. 
WIr H ſwords on their thighs the bold yeo- 


men are ſeen, [queen, 
For their country they arm, their religion and 
How glortous their ardour to lay down eirliven 
In detence of their freedom, their children and 
*1,.5 Wet 1 1 | 


T6 Oe. Ye 


| [£374] 
Ye tyrants, ye know not what Liberty yields, 


How ſhe guards all our ſhores, and protects all 


our fields, 


As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, : 


She's the queen of our mirth, and the joy of aur 


ſong. 


To Liberty raiſe up the high chearful ſtrain, 


Fill the goblets around to the lords of the main, 


Eliza is queen, and her brave Joyal band 
Shall drive each invader far out of the land. 


18/0 06 DIXVINT 


CANTATA. S# by Mr. Stanley. 
Saite Vin m,; 
HO*LL buy a heart? Myrtilla cries, 


And throws around her wanton eyes; 


An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 
A face like lovely Hebe's fair ; 
A pair of eyes, that wound at ſight, 
And ſoil the di'mond's piercing light. 


RECITATIVE. 
Come hither, ye that long to prove 
The ſoul-enchanting joys of love; 
Quickly, quickly come; for he 
Buys, that bids the molt for me. 


AIX. 
But let no ſordid wreteh preſume, 
With even Crœſus' wealth to come; 
Nor vainly hope, for gems or gold 
Such charms as theſe can Cer be fold. 
So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 
For love's the only coin I take, 
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CAN TA T A. Set by Mr. Stanley, 


RRCCITAT IV. | 
S in'a penſive form Myrtilla fat, 
Revolving on the will of Fate, 
A ſprightly youth, devoid of care, 


Advanc'd, and thus addreſs'd the fair. 


Ali Rec 
Thou vernal bloom of beauty's tree, 
I'm come to buy a heart of thee: - 
With tranſport I receiv'd the tale, 
That ſuch a gem was up for ſale. 
Could Icon mand the ſtarry train, 
For thee I'd give it back again; 


And if I'could, to make thee mine, 


The univerſe ſhould all be thine, . *© 


Go hence, the maid with ſoftneſs cries 
Merit the beſt deſerves the prize: 


'The tale you've heard was mw told; os 


Myrtilla's heart can ne'er be ſol 


N 
Set by Count de St. Germain. 


This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms, 


1 wouldſt thou know what ſacred charmy 


What kind of nymph the heav'ns decree, 
The maid that's made for love and me; 


Who joys to hear the figh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender tear, 
From each ungen'rous paſſion free; 
he ſuch the maid that's 1e for me. 
ART 7! TR 


Whoſe 
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' Whoſe heart with gen'rous friendſhip glo 
Who feels the bleſſings ſhe beſtows, 4. mY 
Gentle to all; but kind to me; 1 2 
Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 
Whoſe ſimple thoughts, devoid of art, 

Are all the natives of her heart; 

A gentle train from falſhood free; 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 
Avaunt! ye light coquetres, retire, 

Where flatt'ring fops around admire; 
Unmoy'd yaur tinſell'd charms I ſee; - 
More genuine beauties are for me. 


SON G DXXXL 
Written by Wm. Whitehead, E/q; Poet Lenreat] 
Sang by Mr. Beard. 
ES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
| And Celia has undone me ; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The pleaſing plague ſtole on me: 

*T is not her face that love creates, 
For there no Graces revel ; 

*Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fates, 
is not her ſhape, for there the Fates, 
Have rather been uncivil, 

Have rather been uncivil. 


JTis not her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 
And all her ſenſe is only chat, 
Like any other woman: 
Her voice, her touch, might give th' alarm; 
*T'is both, perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, 'tis that provoking charm, 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking charm 
Ot Celia all together, { 
Of Celia all together. 
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S O N G DxxxlI. 
Sung in the Serenata of Solomon, 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 
N his face the vernal roſe, 
Blended with the lily, glows; - 
His locks are as the raven black, | 
In ringlets waving down his back, 


His eyes with milder beauties beam 
Tnan billing doves beſide the ſtream; 
His youthtul cheeks are beds of flow'rs, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing ſhow'rs. | 


| His lips are of the roſe's hue, 
4 Still dropping with a fragrant dew; 
* as the cedar he appears, 
nd as erect his form he bears. 


o 
Sung in Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne, 


M* fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, | 
II. Their fair nymphs were fo happy and 


Bay, 
That each night they went ſafely to reſt, 
And they metrily ſung thro” the day: 
But, ah! what a ſcene mult appear! 
Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er? 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? 
Shall the dance on the'green be no more ? 


; Muſt the flocks from their paſtures he led? 
Muit the herds go wild ſtraying abroad? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopt in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road? 


113 Mu 


_ 3 
Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd abroad, 


And ſhall commerce grow fick of the tide 
Muſt Religion expire on the ground, | 


And ſhall virtue fink down by her ſide ? 


SON G DXXXIV. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in The Beggars Opera. 


IRGINS are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 

Which in the garden enamels the ground; 

Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy burterflies frolic around. 


But when once pluck'd, "tis no longer alluring; 
To Covent-Garden *tis ſent, as yet ſweet; 


There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all en- 


during ; 


Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under feet. 


s ON G Dxxxv. 


Sung by Mr. Beard, and Mrs. Pinto, in the Part- 
ing Scene of T he Beggars Opera. 


"Pw miſer thus a ſhilling ſees, 

Wich he's oblig'd to pay; 

With ſighs refigns it by degrees, 
And fears tis gone for aye. 


The boy thus, when his ſparrow's flown, 
The bird in filence eyes; | 

But ſoon as out of ſight *tis gone, | 
Whines, whimpers, fobs, and cries. 
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S M . DXXXVT. 
BACCHUS TRIUMPHANT. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Mary bone-Gardens, 


HE ſwain, with his flock, by a brook loves 


to reſt, 


With ſoft rural lays to drive grief from his breaſt ; 


The fop, light as air, loves himſelf to behold; 
The Briton. his foe—and the miſer, his gold. 


The pleaſures I chuſe yield more joy to my 
wl. 


ſoul, f oo 
The delight of my heart is a full-flowing 


The ay” man, fatigu'd with the toil of the 
chace, . 
By the ſide of a fountain delights to ſolace; 
At his miſtreſs's feet the fond lover to whine ; 
The beau, at the play or aſſembly to ſhine. 
The pleaſures I chuſe, &c. 


My Chloe's in raptures to hear herſelf prais'd ; 
The courtier, to find that his income is rais'd : 
Some nymphs love the town, and in jewels to 
ine, 
And ſome ſpiritleſs lovers in filence to pine. 
The pleaſures. I chuſe, Sc. 


Sone cards love, ſome coffee, ſome dice, and 
ſome tea; | | 

Same talking, ſome fiddling, ſome dancing, ſome 
Tleir choices are dull—there's a ſpirit in wine, 
Tiat more than enlivens with rapture divine ; 

That 4 11 Lchuſe, it yields joy to my ſoul; 

The 

BowI. 
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elight of my heart is a full-flowing 
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S ON G DXXXVII. 


The CONTENTED MILLER, 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 
N a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 


With a mill, and ſome meadows— la free- 


hoid eſtate,) 

A well-meaning Miller by labour ſupplies 
Thoſe bleſſings that Nature to grand ones denies; 
No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, 
His conſtant companions are health and content; 
'Their Lordſhips in lace may take note, if they 

| will, [his mill. 
For he's honeſt—tho? daub'd with the duſt of 


Ere the lark's early carol ſalutes the new day, 
He ſprings from his cottage, as joc und as May 
He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 
Or ſings the laſt ballad he baught at the fair: 
While Courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of ſtate, 
Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great; 

No fraud, nor ambition, his boſom doth fill, 
Contented he works if there's griſt for his mill. 


On Sunday, bedeck'd in his home-ſpun array, 
At church he's the loudeſt to chant, or io pray; 
Sits down to a dinner of plain Engliſh {ood ; 


And, though fimple the pudding, his appetite”. 


good: | [gone 

At night, when the Prieſt and Exciſeman are 

He quaffs at the alehouſe with Roger and John 

Then returns to his pille w, and dreams of no ill 

No wa 22 more bleſt than the Man of ch 
ill. 


SONG 
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Ss O NG DXXXVIIl. 
De K NI FE E- GRIN DE R. 

Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 1 

The Words by Mr. H. Rhodes. 110 
— Tig Grinders enough, Sirs, of ev'ry 


degree, q 


From jewel-deck'd t, to low poverty; 
z Whatever the 3 ſharpens the ſenſe, 
And the wheel it goesround to wind in the pence. 
; Maſter-grinders enough at the helm you my 
find, ferind. | 
. Though Tm but a journeyman— Knives to i 
Whatevetthe Stateſman may think of himſelf, i 
He turns Fortune's wheel in purſuit of the pelf; i! 
* He grinds back and edge, Sirs, his ends to ob- I 
. tain, [gains 1 
And his country may ſtarve, ſo he pockets the | 
e Maſter-grinders, &c, 90 . 
The rich grind the poor, is a ſaying of old; 4 
The IE the Tradeſman, we need not be } 
9 to 7 | ; | 
Whether Pagan, Mahometan, Chriſtian you be, 
There's Grinders of all forts, of ev'ry degree. 
Maſter-grinders, &c. i 


23 The Patriot, with zeal animated, es 

e, The curtain he'll draw, and diſp he State - 

re play'rs; E 

A | He is a ſtaunch Grinder to ſome 'tis well known, 

Il And they're mightily gall'd by che grit of his 

h os ſtone. | 
er-grinders, Cc. f 


—— — ͤ —22ͥ— 
——— SW — o 


T too am a Grinder; what, 
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Jam but in taſte, fincell copy the gieat; 
To be, Sirs, ingenuous, I'Il tell you my mind, 
"Tis for what Lean get makes me willing to grind. 


I enough at the helm yo 


S ON G DXXMR 


what, Sirs, of that ? 


u ma 
: | {grind. 
Though Pm but a journeyman Kni 


ves co 


Favourite Seng. Set by Dr. Boyce. 
R* IL no more, ye learned aſles, 
: -*Gainft the joys the bowl ſupplies z 
Sound its depth, and fill your glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies: 


Fill 'em higher itil}, and higher, 5 
Shallow. draughts perplex the brain; 


Sipping quenches all our fire, 
. Bumpers light it up again. 


Draw 


the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 


Enter joility and joy 
We for OY have no leiſure, 
Manly-mirth 1s our employ : 
Since in life there's nothing certaing 
We'll the preſent hour engage; | 
And, when Death ſhall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'!] quit the ſtage. 


THRO 


"4. 


FN Sawney, why leav'it thou thy 


8. O N G DXL 


Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall. 
by Mr. Michael Arne. 


moum ? 


Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me 

When naething can plieale me 
Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, Laddie, until thou return. 


is WOOD LADDIE. 


Nelly to 


S HO 


L 3831 
Tho? woods now are bonny, and mornings are 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, [clear, 
And primroſes ſpringing, 3 
Vet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 
I'm faſh'd w' their ſcorning, 
_ ©. Baith evning and morning, 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, I wander myfel]. 
Then ſtay, my dear Sawney, nae longer away, 
But quick as an arrow, | 
Haſte here to thy Marrow, 
Wha's living in languor, till that happy day, 
When throw. the wood, Laddie, we'll dance, 
ling, and play. NR 


S ON G DXLI. 
The SONG f DIANA: 
Sung by Miſs Poitier, at Covent-Garden Theatre. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


TH horns and with hounds I waken 
the day, | 

And hie to my woodland walks away; 

I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 


CI 


And tie to my forehead a wexing moon: 


I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 


And chaſe the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks; 


With So and hooting, we pierce through 
dhe IFY, 
And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 


SONG 


— —— —˙ A AI ꝙM⏑ GAG toon 
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SONG DX ., 
Te INVITATION. 

Sung by Mr. Lowe, Mrs. Vincent, Mrs. Collett, 

and Miſs Davis, at Marybon-Gardens. 
Mrs. Vincent. 
OME, ye party-jangling Swains, | 
Leave your flocks, and quit the plains ; 

Friends to country, or to court, 


Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your ſport. 1 
| Chorus. So 

Ever welcome to our feaſt, 12 

Welcome ev 'ry friendly gueſt, Ang 

Mr. Loxwe. * 3 

Sprightly widows, come away; So p 

Laughing dames, and — gay: * 

Little gaudy flutt'ring miſſes, To 

(Smiling hopes of future bliſſes.) 7 

Ever welcome, &c. O 

Mrs. Colleit. 3 O te 

All that rip'ning ſuft can bring, A 

Beauteous ſummer, beauteous ſpring; Ah | 

In one varying ſcene we ſhow, Ft 

The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow. But. 

Ever welcome, &c. | A 

Miſs Davits. OY. She” 


Comus jeſting, muſic charming, 
Wine inſpiring, beauty warming ; 
Rage and party-malice dies, 


Peace returns, and diſcord flies, oO 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, G 


Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt. | | \ 
SONG || Wh 


{385 ] 5 
JJ ͤ « ©  : Lo wen we 
7% DE LI AL Se by Mr. Ame. 
SN pleaſing paint, unknown before, 
My beating boſom feels, 
When I behold the bliſsful bow'r | il 
Where deareſt Delia dwells, 1 0 lf 
That way 1 daily drive my flock ; : 1 
Ah ! happy, happy vale!' 9 
There look, and with; and while I look, 1 
My ſighs increaſe the gale, - i 
My ſighs increaſe the gale, © | if 
Sometimes at midnight Ido ſtray 4 
Beneath th inelement ſkies, | | 
And there my true devotion pay 4 
To Delia's ſleep-ſcal'd eyes: [1 
80 pow Pilgrims nightly roam, | | 4 
ith tedious travel faint, vt x T1 
To kils alone the clay-cold tomb = 
Of ſome lov'd fav'rite Saint, 1 
Of ſome, & c. ; 


-. 


O tell, ye ſhades, that fold my fair, 
And all my K contaiu, 
Ah! why ſhou e thoſe bleſlings ſhare 
For which I ſigh in vain? 
But Jet me not at fate repine, 
And thus my grief impatt : 
She's not your tenant ;=»ſhe is mine ; 
Ther manfion is my heart, 
er manſion is my heart. 


CO NT K NTMEN-T. 
| True Content! ſecure from harms, 


What's all the world without th 
NG | Which fill allure to reſt} | Wy charms, 


lett, 


wor Wo OP IE EA ines 
— — — 


Compar'd therewith, all earthly joys 
Are empty, fading, -trifling toys: 
In thee mankind is bleſt. 
Bereft of thee, no Monarchs have 
Such pleafure as the meaneſt ſlave, 
To whom thou giv'lt relief; 
Tho' ſubjeQts ſhow profound reſpect, 
Nor duty wilfully neglect, | 
Thy abſence cauſes grief. | 
Come, then, thou pleaſing beauty bright! 
Reſide with me both day and night, 
Diſplay thy lovely charms z ; 
Be thou diffus'd within my breaſt, 
And let me ſtill ſecurely reſt - 
Infolded in thy arms. 


'Thro? all the various ſcenes of life, 
Preſerve me free from envious ſtrife, 
On Heav'n ſtill to rely | 
For true protecting aid; and when 
Time terminates in death, oh! then 
To thee, O Heav'n! to ff. 


C1 ĩ ͤ 
Sung in The King and the Miller. 
The Words by Mr, Dodſley. | 
FRY happy a ſtate does a Miller poſſeſs, 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs! 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Court: 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Court. 
What tho? he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 
The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a Beau: 
A Clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar; 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar. 


Tho his 
The han: 
A palm 


Gold in h 
Gold in 


8 What if, 


He cribs, 
In this a 
Who bat 
Who ba 
Or ſhoul 
In this te 
Whoſe a 
And all | 
And all, 


He eats ' 


And do 
Then ri. 
If fo hap 
If ſo hay 


ff. © 
L371 a 
Tuo his hands are ſo daub'd they're not Gro be 


- ſeen, 
The hands of his bakers! are not very. clean; * 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal 


Gold in handling will ſick tothe fingerslike: meal: | 


Gold in handling, r. len 


What if, when a pudding for * he lacks, 
He cri ibs, without ſcruple, from other mens ſacks ; 3 
In this a right noble example he brags, * 
Who borrow as freely from other mens bags: 
Who borrow, &c 5 
Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, [ 

In this too he'd mimic the Tools of the State, 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill. 
And all his concern” $ t0 bring griſt to his mill: 
And all, Cc. 


He eats wh hen he's hungry, he drinks when he' $ 


And down wha he's weary contented does lie ; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to fing: 

If ſo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? © 

if ſo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? ., 


S O N G DXLVI. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Wks 
OO long a gidd a youth, 
From fair to fair I rov'd 
To ev'ry ry nymph I vow'd my wank, 
Tho? all alike I lov'd : 
Yet, when the joy I wiſh'd was paſt, 
My truth appear'd a jeſt : 
But, truſt me, I'm eonvinc d at laſt 
Ta conſtancy is _ 
hat conſtaney is 
K k 2 Like 


t 38 
Like other fools at female wiles 
was my delight to rail; 


Their fighs, their vows, their tears, their ſmiles; 


Were falſe, Ithought, and frail : 
But, by reflection's bright ning pow'r, 
I ſee their worth confeſt ; 

That man cannot enough adore, 

That conſtaney is beſt, | 
That conſtarcy is beſt. 

The roving heart at beauty's ſight 

May glow with fond e 
Yet, tho' poſſeſſion yield delight, 

It damps the lawlels fire: 

- But love's celeſtial faithful flames 

Still catch from breaſt to breaſt; 
While ev'ry home-felt joy proclaims 
That conſtancy is beſt, 5 
That conſtancy is beſt. 

No ſolid bliſs from change reſults, 
No real raptures flow; 
But, fix'd to one, the ſoul exults, 

And taſtes of Heay'n below. 
With love, on ev'ry gen'rous mind, 

Is truth's fair form impreſt; 

And reaſon dictates to mankind, 

That conſtancy is beſt, 

That conſtancy is beR. 


S ON G DXEVIL 
Sung by Mr, Lowe, and Mrs. Lampe. 


N the happy knot is by So 
Betſy. is' my charming bride, 
Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul. * 


l 


Who 


les; - 


ho 


Who ſo fair, &c. 


And each laſs a huſband ger, 
Fond and true as Colinet. : 


| Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 


3891 
Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 
Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet! 


Now adieu to maiden arts 
Angling for unguarded hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton girls and boys, 
Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 
Boys as ſweet as Colinet, 


Tho? ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, 
Now my plenteous barn adorn ; 
Tho' I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs; 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 

Are the charms of lovely Bet. 


Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen 1 
Dreſs'd like any May - day Queen; 

Tho' fix ſweethearts daily ſtrove 

To deſerve thy Betty's love, 
Them I quit without regret, 

All my joy's in Colinet. 

Strike up then the ruſtic lay, 
Crown with ſports the bridal days + 
May each lad a miſtreſs find, 

Like my Betſy, fair and kind, 


Revel all without controul : 
May the Sun neer riſe or ſet, 
But with joy to happy Bet, 
And her faithful Co 8 
; F k 3 SONG 


Z 
s ON G DXLVIIL 
Sung by Mrs. Cibber, in the Winter's Tale. 
Sc by My. Michael Arne. 
en come, my good Shepherds, our flocks 
we muſt ſhear; | 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 


The happieſt of folks are the guileleſs and free; 
And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


We harbour no paſhons by luxury taught; 
We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught : 
What we think in our hearts you may read in 
our eyes, | . 
For, knowing no fal ſhood, we need no diſguiſe. 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led ; 
But we all the children of Nature are bred :. 
By her hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 
For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in 
the breaſt, : 
The giant, Ambition, we never can dread ; 
Our roofs are too low for fo lofty a head ; 
Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open your door; 
They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the 
poor. | 
When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal; 
Like the docks that we feed are the paſſions we 


el; : | 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. 


1 


| | SONG 


[391] 
'S O N O DXLIX. 
PHILANDER ad SYLVIA. 
| | A Paſtoral. Dialogue. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr, Howard. 


| Philander. | 
HILE blofloms deck each verdant fpray, 


And Flora breathes, the ſweets of May, 
Fil leave my pipe to frolic free, 
And tune my pipe alone for thee. 
And. tune my pipe alone for thee. 


wia. | 
What if thy flock mould leave the plain 
ile Tray is ſleeping by my feel wy 
Would'ſt thou not think the minutes dear, 


And rail at me that kept thee here? 
And rail, &c. : | 
Philanger. 


Firlt, ſhall the lark forget his note, 
The linnet top his liquid throat. 


Sytwvia. SY EPI 

80 oft you game, ſome Shepherds ſay, 
And only jeſt, when you betray, + 
And only, Sec. 3 
Deck but your ſong with truth alone, 
My virgin heart ſhall be your own. 

Philander. 
The turtle fhall forſake his love, 
Ere I to thee inconſtant prove, 
Ere I, Ce. 


Bosh. 
When beauty opens all her charms, 
And honour flies to beauty's arms, wy 
Sweet peace and love take up thetr crown; 
And. virtue then aſcends her throne, 
And virtue then aſcends her throne. 


[ 392 ] 


SON G DL. 
Set by Dr, Hayes. 

LV the French hop and ſing, and a cage 

-_ reliſh beſt, | their neſt; 
Like Birds who their freedom have loſt from 
But Britons, deſerving a much better fate, 
Should they chance to be caught by the lime, 

| twigs of ſtate. 
Are birds that have fled and ſweer liberty known, 
Whole ſongs are no more when their freedom 
is gone. 


So Juda's ſweet harps on the willows were hung, 
In a land of oppreſſion, untun'd and unſtrung; 
o aſk of the captiyes a ſong was in vain, 
Till liberty ſtrung them, and tun'd them again. 


8 © .N'& © UL, DE: 
Sung by Mr. Mee 1 The Accompliſhed 
ald. 
HILE her charms my thoughts employ, 
All is rapture, all is joy; | 
When ſhe ſpeaks, how {weet to hear; 
Modeſt, graceful, and ſincere, 
In her lovely ſhape and face, 
Center ev'ry charm and grace; 
Sure never nymph was half ſo fair. 
Not the idle, giddy, vain, 
Nor the wanton flirting train, 
Did my cautious heart enſnare; 
Not their artful ſuhtle wiles, - 
Nor their ſoft deluding ſmiles, 


Charming Fanny triumphs there. 


$QNG 


2 


— es — 


_ Falk 
"WO «os © RO 
Sung by Mr. Champneſs, in The Cunning Man. 
OME think, in the ſtars we are able, 
Paſt, preſent, and future to read: 


Some think, from white wand, or gown ſable, 


The whole art and myſtery proceed. 
But they know not the plan 
Of a true Cunning-Man. 
When fortune will rude be or civil, 
Some think we by magic are told; 
And ſome that we deal with the devil, 
To whom we've our carcaſes ſold ; 
But that's not the plan 
Of a true Cunning-Man. © 
But when folks have been at our dwelling; - 
And to us have their ſecrets betray'd, 
We for devringahels tale—and then telling} 
Are ſure to be very well paid. | 
And this is the plan 
Of a true Cunning-Man. 


S O N G Dm. 


Sung by Mrs. ge ix The Accompliſhed | 


aid, 
8 ME men with artful praiſe, 
To girls will figh and whine ; 
And vain ideas raiſe, | 
To ſerve a baſe deſign. 


The flatter'd laſs, 
Conſults her glaſs, 
And on the object dwells: 
Sets all her beauties blooming, 
Fantaſtick airs aſſuming ! | 
And growing more preſumin 
_ Cries, yes, tis truth he tells, Seduc'd 


my 
284 
TH 
Ti 
TT 


WA 


| 


eo 
Seduc'd by wheedling and fighing, 
If ſhe prove kind and complying, - 

How ſoon the deluſton appears! 

Tune ſubtile deceiver, 
In triumph will leave her, 

Nor heed her reproaches and tears. 
Young maids in time take warning, 
Such ſly deluders ſcorning; © © 

From flatterers turn your ear, 

Diſdain their tales to hear, 

They never, never prove ſincere. 


3 uns 
Sung by Mr. Dunſtall, ia Love in the City. 
A ing * give notice, that a man about 
0 r 1 


* f = 7 ; 
Healthy and vig'rous, and of humour thrifty 
Longing to taſte of a virtuous fruition, | 
Wiſhes to change, out of hand, his condition 


Beauty and youth little ſtreſs will be laid on; 
But, if he could, he would marry a maiden ; 
94, to prevent any fruitleſs vexatian, 
Widows are pray'd not to make application, 
Caſh there muſt he, in hand; or annuity; _ 
For which a jointure in caſe of viduity. 
From principals—letters poſt paid-—as directed; 
Honour and ſecrecy may be expected. 


S ON G :DEY; 


RISE, ariſe, great dead, for arms renown'd, 
BY from your urns, and ſave your dying 
ory ; 
Your deeds will be in dark oblivion-drown'd, 
For mighty William ſeizes all your glory. 
oe Again 


[ 395 J 
Again the Britiſh trumpet ſounds, + 
Again Britannia bleeds; 1011 
o glorious death, or comely, wounds, 
Jer godlike Monarch leads. 


Pay us, kind Fate, the deht you owe, 
Celeſtial minds from clay un tim 
Let coward ſpirits dwell below, 
And only give the brave to die. 


8 ON DVI. 
LY care to the winds, thus I blow thee aways 
I'll drown thee in wine if thou dar'ſt here 


to Nay, , 5) ee 
With bumpers of claret my ſpirits I'll raiſe, 
Pl laugh and I'll ſing all the reſt of my days. 
God Bacchus this moment adopts me his ſon, 
And inſpir'd, my breaſt glows with tranſports 
unknown. ' u enn fe 
The ſparkling liquor new vigour ſupplies, 
And makes the nymph; kind, who. before was 
too wile, 3 lte 


Then dull ſober mortals be happy as me, 
Two bottles of claret will make us agree, 
Will open your eyes to ſee Phillis charms, 
And her coyneſs waſh'd down, ſhe'll fly to your 
arms. | . 


S ON G DLVII. 


AIR Iris I love, and I hourly die, 

But not for a lip, nor a languiſhing eye; 
She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 
For J am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe; 

We neither believe what either can ſay, 
And neither believing, we neither betray. 
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[ 396 ] 
"Tis civil to hear, and ſay things of courſe, 
We mean not the taking for better for worſe 3 
When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 
I think not of Iris, nor Iris of me; = 
The legend of love no couple can find, 


So caſy to part, or ſo equally joined. = 
$ 0" NG DEVIL... KK 
WI ME ſun, and ſouthern ſhow's, 


Harbingers of birds and low'rs; ] 
arewell Halls ey Maſquerades, Lok 
elcome grots and cooling ſhades I Ie 
Bloomin May approaches near, . 


The lowing of the herds we hear ; 
The fatt'ning lambs around us bleat, 
While daiſies ſpring beneath our feet, 
Birds are perch'd on -ey'ry ſpray, | + 
Warbling notes to praiſe the day; 


A thouſand herbs'their fragrance yield, | W 
And cowſlips cover all the field; Wh 
Sure *tis time that now we flee, A 
London, from thy ſmoak and thee ; 1 Lik; 
Welcome joys more pure and true, | A 
Prums and routs, adieu, adieu. v 


TY NG DARK. 


Fri from confinement and ſtrife, 
Pl plow thro” the ocean of life, 
To feek new delights, $ 
Where beauty invites, ® 
But ne'er be confin'd to a wife. 
The man that is free, 
Like a veſſel at ſea, | 
After conqueſt and plunder may roam: 


[ 397 ] 


8 But when either confin'd 1 
les By wife or by wind, | E 
, Tho? for glory deſign'd, i 1 
*$ No advantage they find, 1 


But rot in the harbour at home. | 
FFF 


Gd 
LOV E's a DRE A M. 


Sung by Mrs, Weichſel, at Vauxhall, this Seaſong 
1773. 
Compoſed by Mr, A. Fiſher. 


OV E's a dream of mighty pleaſure, 
Which in fancy we — 
In the folly lies the pleaſure, 
Wiſdom only makes it leſs, 
Wiſdom only makes it leſs. 
When with paſlion we are heated, 
And a Goddeſs have in chace, 


; Like Ixion we are cheated, 
And an empty cloud embrace, 


When with paſlion, &c. 


SON G DLXL 


FLORA and the ROSE. ACanTtaTta? 
Sung by Miſs Wewitzer, at Vauxhall. 


W HEN Flora o'er the garden ſtray'd, 
And ev'ry blooming ſweet ſurvey'd, 
As o'er the dew dipt flow'rs ſhe hung, 


Thus wrapt in joy ſhe fondly ſung, 
5 pt in joy the fondly ſung, 5 


[ 398 ] 
The early ſnow drop, primroſe pale, 
The tulip gay, the ly fair, 918 
Each flow'r that loads the ſcented gale 
Deſerves their Flora's tender care, 
Deſerves their Flora's tender care. 


But none of Summer's gaudy pride 


Such ſweetneſs, breathe, or charms diſcloſe, 


As that dear flaw'r that blooms beſide, * 
None pleaſes like the bluſhing roſe, 
As that dear flow'r, &c. 


The balmy Zephyrs round thee play, 
*And golden Suns exert thejr pow'r 
To bring thy beauties to the day, 
And make thee Flora's fav'rite flow'r, 
And, make thee Flora's fav'rite flow'r. 


A garland gay, the Nymphs and Swains 
May make from ev'ry ſweet that grows, 
And meaner things may plcaſe the plains, 
But thou art mine thou lovely Roſe, 

And meaner things, Cc. 


S ON G DlxXII. 


4 BACCHANALIAN SONG. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


come, my companions, be jocund 


PMs 


Forget. ev'ry-care, and drive ſpleen far away, 
liſs ſhall controul, 


No doubts for to-morrow our 


But N thought ſhall be drow 


n'd in the 


Nor 
x » & 4-77 & 


\ 


„ 


Nor wealth, nor ambition, thoſe plagues of the 


| Great, ; 2-481 
Our joy ſhall depreſs, or imbitter our ſtate ; | 
He's King for to-night who reigns higheſt in 

mirth | worth. 


And he that laughs moſt 1s poſſeſs'd of moth 


The Miſer fits plodding from morning till night, 
And places in gold all his hopes and delight, 
Our pleaſures are greater and nobler's our crime, 
He robs _ poor mortals, whilſt we cheat Old 
_ i; :; Tr 9% e 


The fool who fits ic all night at'the. ſkies, 

And fancies himſelf to be wonderous wile, 

Was he here would confeſs his purſuits had been 
vain, 


55 [T .[pagne. 
For he ne er ſaw a ſtar ſhine like ſparkling cham- 

The Hermit grim ſick of this world's cares and 
| ©y '11 7 


{tri in 27. 
Makes ſolitude his ſummum bonum of life, 
But could he once meet ſuch. a frolickſome 

Wr 11 be I Song. 
He'd quit his dull cave and wou'd join in our 
Wou'd the learned Phyſician ſo formal and grave, 
Who twenty deſtroys for each one he can ſave, 
But alter his plan, and good liquor preſcribe, 
No man but would doat on the phyſical tribe. 


When you're low take the Doctor which Ire 
commend, [ your, beſt friend, 
Who'll not tire you, with, talk, but will prove 
He's very well known, and one of great ſame, 
A roſy cheek'd fellow, and Port is his name. 
uns aa e ee 


— 
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Let the bowl and the bottle go briſkly about, 
For others are ready when theſe are drank out, 
In mirth and good humour our bumpers we'll 
drink, | Ao . 
Since thoughts bring but plagues tis a folly to 


S O N G DLXIII. 
AMES LL LES TE ON; 
Favourite CAN TATA. 
Sung by Mrs, Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 

* RECITATIVE. . 
A hitryon and his bride, a god - Iike pair, 
He, brave as Mars, and ſhe as Venus fair, 
On thrones of gold, in purple triumph plac'd, 
With matchleſs ſplendor held the nuptial feaſt, 
Whilſt the high roof with loud applauſes rung, 
Enraptur'd thus the happy Hero ſung. 
Wines ee 
Was mighty Jove deſcending, 
Wich al hel wrath divine : 
_ Enrag'd at my pretending 
To call this charmer mine; 
His ſhafts of bolted thunder, 
With boldneſs I'deride, 
Not heav'n itſelf can ſunder, 
The hearts that love has ty'd, 


_- , RECITATIVE. ACCOMPANIED, © - 
Pere heard, he look'd with vengeance 
own, DE OE | 
Till beauty's glance diſarm'd his awful frown; 
The magic impulſe of Almena's eyes, 
Compell'd the-conq'ring god to quit the ſkies; 
He teign'd the huſband's form, . poſſeſs'd her 
| Charms, 1 91 659113 eie 
And puniſh'd his preſumption in her arms. 


01583 102 
a 1 1 2 
He . ſublimeſt "ej: : 


Who reveals it not when Won, 
Beauty's like the Miſer's treaſure, © 
Boaſt it, and the fool's undone. 
Learn by this unguarded lover, 
When your ſecret ſighs prevail, 
Not to let your tqngue diſcoyer 
Raptures that it ſhould conceal. 


860 SN G DEAN VL. 
CUPID, GOD f LOVE, 
Sung by Mr. Vemon, at Vauxhall, 
The Words by Capt. Thompſon. 
SW God of Love and Joy, _ 
Wanton roſy' winged boy, | 
Guard her heart from all alarms, 


Bring her deck'd in all her charms, .. 
Blu Ring, panting, to my arms. 


All che heaven I aſ below, 

Is to uſe thy darts and blow, 

Could I have them in my pow'r, 
One fweet ſmiling happy. hour, 
One ſweet woman I'd ſecure. 


She's the firſt which Venus made, 

With her graces full array'd; _ 
When ſhe treads the velvet ground 
We feel the zone with which ſhe's bound, 
All is paradile around. 


Refi . 
L13 A COL- 


* 


| 
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A COLLECTION or 


TOASTS, SENTIMENTS, 


A 


HOB NOBS, Sc. 


All fortune's daughters but the eldeſt. 


All we with, and all we want. 
All that gives you pleaſure. Loy 191073077 
All true hearts and found bottoms; * | 
A ſpeedy export to all the enemies of — a 


wathout a draw-back. 

Community, unity, f havigation, 3 
Confuſton to thoſe who deſert the cauſe of 
liberty an the day of trial. 
Conſtancy in love, and Srideifcs in friendſhip) 
Days of eaſe and nigkts of plezfare.' 
Decent cecohomy. 

Dejection and Aebeidtc e to thoſe Who 


form ſanguine expectations of places and pen- 
ſions on the ruin of their country. 


Delicate pleaſures to ſuſceptible minds. 


Good wife, and a great many of SY 
A head to earn, and a heart to ſpend. 


w 


Diſappointment, to thoſe who barter the, cauſe 
of their country for ollentation or ſordid 


gain, 


Exery honeſt man his right, and every rogue a 
halter. 


Friendſhip without intereſt, and love without 


deceit. 


Frugeliey without meanneſs. 
Gaiety and innocence. 


Good trade, and Well paid. 


Great 


ind, 


zreat 


[ 493 J 
Great men honeſt, and honeſt men great, 


FA 


Happy to meet, happy to part, and Happy to 


Ae ain. f 1 r BETS 174 
Health, and mutual love, * K % 


$+\4.+ 4 


Kea fo love, and 1 
o every one that} you and [I now. 


Honour and influence to the public ſpirited. pa- 
trons of trades. sf city addy 
Horſes ſtrong, foxes Saks: tt brain fi 
en ſtrong, and women F nue 
Independency, and a genteel ſufficiency, 
Liberty, property, and no exciſe, OO 
Life, love, and liberty. 5 95 
Love to one, friehdſh) p to a few, godeiltrs afl. 
Love without fear, and life without care. 
Love for love. N 


Love, fire, and fralick: 


14 


Love and opportunity. "Þ 
May the paflions of women be fQzongerthan the 
prejudices of education: 


May the ſingle be marry'd, and the mary'd | 
be happy. ne 2 
May our joy and vigour be united; and both be 


extenſive. 


Myy our joys with the a: give biene 0 dhe 


May our happineſs b. ſincere, and our joys be 
laſting. 


—— we kils whom. we pleaſe, and. pleaſe 4 


we kiſs. * May 


— - 
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Ma our pleaſures be boundleſs, while we have 
time to enjoy them. 
May contempt be the fate of ſuch among us as 
ſtrut in foreign foppery, to the deſtruction or 
the trade and na beber of England. 


May power ever continue in che friends of 
England. 


May the true lovers of liberty i in England, be | 
for ever unired in ere as they are in f 


intereſt. 1 

May he who has neither wiſe, miſtreſs, nor Mace 
in-England, never have __ Nane in the 80. 
vernment of it. 

May we always be attached to thoſe who per- 
ſevere in generous endeavours to promote the 
welfare of their country. 

May all thoſe who for ſordid intereſt endeavour 
to betray their country, meet the, ſame fate 
with their predeceſtor, the grand traitor 
Judas. 

May the enemies of England e eat the 
bread thereof, or, if 1 yu nn 

with the firſt bit. | 

May the friends of England ever have acceſs 1 to 
the throne. , 

May we never want ſpirit and refolerion to pro- 
tect and defend our independency, againſt the 
powerful attacks of unbridled ambition. 


May all attempts to pervert and deſtroy our pre- 
cious conſtitution, be fruſtrated and void. 
May we always deteſt the malice of thoſe, who 
attempt to diſunite the intereſt of our King 
and Country, which are ever re 
ay 
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May we always be able to diſtinguiſh thoſe, 


who, by a' ſteady and uniform adherence to 
their duty, diſtinguiſh themſelves. , 
May our endeavours be always ſucceſsful; when 
engaged under the banner of jultice, : 
May we always be able to reſiſt the aſſaults of 
proſperity and adverſity. 


May our conſcience be ſound though our for- 
tune be Totten, 


May temptation never conquer virtue. 
May we be rich in friends rather than money. 
May we be loved by thoſe whom we love. 
May he who wants friendſhip alſo want friends. 


May our diſtinguiſhing mark be merit, rather 
than money. 


May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, and 
friends to nothing but merit. 

May the honeſt heart never 3 diſtreſs. 

May we never know ſorrow but by name. 


May the evening's diverſion bear the morning's 
reflection. 

May we never ſeek applauſe from party princi- 
ples, but always deſerve it from public ſpirit. 
May ability for doing good be equalled by in- 

clination. 


May our benevolence be bounded only by our 


fortune. 
May thoſe who inherit the title of Gendlemen 
by birth, deſerve it by their lives. 
May. fortune be always an attendant on virtue. 
May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of his dues, 
Nor a credulous girl out of her virtue. 


May 


oO 
May the man we love be honeſt, and the land 
we live in free. 


May we always have a friend, and know his 
value. . 


May hemp bind him whom honour can't. 
May they never want, who have ſpirit to ſpend. 


May thoſe who love truely be always believ'd, 
And thoſe who'd deceive us, he always deceiv'd. 


May he that made the dl take us all. 
May we, neyer want a friend, and a bottle to 
give him. 


May the friends we love be ſincere, and the 
country we live in be free. 


May we never taſte the apples of affliction. 
May we pleaſe and be pleaſed. 


May we have in our arms What we love in our 
hearts. 


Merit to gain a heart, and ſenſe to keep it. 


Money to him that has ſpirit to uſe it, 
And life to him that has courage to loſe it. 


More friends and leſs need ot them. 
Peace and plenty. 


Petpetual diſappointment to the enemies -of 


ngland. 2 
Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. ; 
Plenty to a generous mind. | 
Proviſion to the unprovided. vs 
Relief to all oppreſſed and diſtreſſed. 
Short ſhoes and long corns to the enemies of 

Great Britain. 


Succeſs to the lover, and joy to the beloved. 
Succeſs 


Sucec 
Heal: 
Swee 
The 
The 
The 


land 
his 


B. 
d. : 
va, 
e to 


the 
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s of 


es. of 


icceſs 
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. to our hopes, and enjoyment to our 


wiſhes. 
Succeſs to the lover, honour to tae brave, 
Health to the ſick, and freedom to the llave. 
Sweet Briars. 
The docks and yards that man the navy. 
The ſtar above the garter. 
The Indian warrior. Fe Rec 
The life we love with whom we : love. 
The Taylor's thimble. 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our taſte. 
That prudence, moderation, and an invariable 


attention to the public good, may cement the 


people of England. 


That freemen may never more be conſidered as 


a property to be led to market. 


The king to the laws, and the church to the 
bible, 


The honeſt north country ſmith, who refuſed 


to ſhoe for the man who voted againſt his 


country, 
The honelt Patriot, and unbiaſs'd Briton. 


The man that loves and efteems his country and 
his liberty. 


The ſteady friends of Britain. 

The pleaſures of imagination realized. 
The beggar's bleſſing. 

The love of liberty, and liberty in love. 


The two ſtrangers at court. [Honour and honefty.} 


The agreeable rubs of life. 
The harveſt of life, love, wit, and good-hu- 


mour, The 


> Bea 


ne —_— 
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The — we hos! and the woman we dare 
tru 


The pleaſure in pleaſing. 

The nice houſe-maid. 

The loſing gameſters. | 

The road to a chriſtening. 

The female ceconomiſt. | 

The Union of two fond hearts. 1 

Thoſe upright patriots who, in contempt of all 
inferior conſiderations, - have, with ſignal 


conſtancy, defended the rights and privileges 
of Britain, 


„What charms, arms, and diſarms. 


Vour love for mine, and ours for that of he | 
company. 


n 


